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Prologue  to  Her  Royal  Highnds. 
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MOre  blefl  than  Day ,  be  this  au fpi cions  Nigbt ! 

Jf&7*  with  T<?//r  Pre fence  we  indulge  our  Sight . 

0//r  fo  lit  ary  Stage,  no  longer  grieves  :  v>%viVy 

ife  of  Princes  fill  from  Fate  reprieves*  a 

&5  when  the  glorious  Ev  ning-Star  does  rife7 
Her  glittering  Train  attends 3  and  fills  the  circling  Skies, 
Thus  we  at  need  on  Heavn  and  Ton  depend: 

Our  Wipes  rife 5  and  the  kind  Beams  defend* 

Oh  !  that  we  here  coud  offner  thus  be  blejl !  '  , ,  ' '  ”  ^ 

But  mighty  ffoys  too  feldom  are  pojfefi* 

With  gloomy  Looks  we  did  your  Abfence  mourn , 

And  only  livd  in  hopes  of  vour  Return ,  • 

In  pity  grant  our  Sports  one  kindly  Ray  l 
We  by  your  Prefence  live and  by  your  Smiles  the  Play, 
Thk  fears  no  CenJurej  foy^  while  you're  in  View ,  ,  ffh 
What  can  Spectators  fee  or  like  but  You  ? 

Seem  but  to  Ukg*  and  their  Applanfe  we'll  boafl , 

For  fure  to  fee  You  pleas'd  n  what  will  pleaje  them  moji9 


! "Prologue  fpofyn  by  Mr.  Betterton 

Written  by  Mr  Motieux, 

To  day  expeB  no  V  age  ant  Decoration  ^ 

This  Lord  Mm  rs  Show  began  the  Reformation : 

Yet  u  our  Entertainment  odd  and  new  • 

We've  in  our  Show  the  Firfi  of  Cuckolds  tpo  : 

And  what  we  call  a  Maffne  feme  will  allow 
To  be  an  O.fra ,  as  the  World  goes  now . 

So  is  your  peyfoning  Quack  mile  ail'd  a  DoBor} 

And  your  worfi  Mimic  k  calls  himj  elf  an  A  B  or. 

So  your  dull  Scribbler  (to  our  Co  ft  we  know  it ) 

Writes  a  damn d  flay y  and  is  mlfnamd  a  Feet. 

Once  Song  and  Dance  ecu'  d  buoy  tip  want  of  Thinkings 
But  now  thofe  Bladders  cant  prevent  its  Sinking : 
flays  grow  fo  heavy  3  that  thofe  helps  are  vain  $ 

Three  times  they  firiky  and  never  rife  again . 

Welly  if  our  Neighbours  the  Precedence  claim  5 
For  good  dull  Stuff  Well  not  difpute  with  them . 

Our  Medley  is  perhaps  as  much  too  light y 

Bm  let  it  pafs - We  don  i  take  Money  yet  by  weigh 

By  Sympathy ,  9t  foetid  pleafe  the  Beaux ,  I  know y 
For  in  all  things  an  Opr  as  like  a  Beau. 

Bath  Beau  and  Opr  a  on  the  Stage  are  feen  • 

Both  odd  in  Drefsy  and  foif ting  fill  the  Scene  • 

Each  dances 5  fingsy  and  moves  like  a  Machine . 

To  be  admir'd^  Jti$  at  a  vafi  Expence  • 

It  loves  foft  words f  but  cares  not  much  for  fence  • 

For  by  its  Nature  Ywas  defignd  forfoow  • 

Whyr  an  Of  r abut  to  drefs a  Beau. 

But  one  unlucky  difference  fiands between  ,* 

Op  rds  are  paid,  but  Beaux  pay  to  be  Jeen, 

(Thofe  who  don  t come  to  foarp  an  AB  I  mean  l) 

For  your  own  flakes,  we  beg  Applaufe  of  you  • 

Since  5 twill  revenge  jou  on  the  Scribbling  Crew. 

For y  if  this  takes ,  fir  ait  ctys  each  fenc  clefs  Elf, 

Dem-me^I  d  write  as  well  as  this  my  felt 
With  that,  he  writes  a  thing ,  which  we  refufie , 

Then3  wondring  how  we  durfi  affront  his  Muf  e, 

Strait  in  a  huff  he  gives  it  t  other  Floufe  y 
Who  either  flight  it,  or  twill  he  its  Lot 
To  get  as  much  as  their  lafi  Opr  a  got. 


Epilogue  fpoken  by  Mr, 

Written  by  Mr  Motteux . 

C^Ood  People  !  fdve  the  Body  of  ourPlaj *, 

Jf  Frow  thofe  who  to  dijfeft  it  Tender  fin y, 

Like  Surgeons  on  an  Execution  day. 

Evn  ere  it  dyes  they'll  mawl  it,  1m  afraid  • 

And  you  d  think  f  hard ,  like  me,  in  fuch  a  dread. 

To  he  differed,  e  re  you  re  hang  d,  -  and  dead. 

The  fear  of  this  our  trembling  Scribblers  kills  * 

I  dare  fay  they've  no  need  to  take  my  Pills. 

Pray  /pare  'em  :  Learn  of  V ulcan  to  forgive  ; 

Or  elfie,  egad ,  few  Plays  or  Wives  will  live. 

Evn  he,  methinhm ,  too  late  hps  wrath  did /mother, 
Here,  Wives  and  Hmbands  keep  not  fuch  a  pother, 
But  fairly  firive  d  out-Cuckold  one  another. 

Why ,  Jhoud  all  dye  that  follow  th  Occupation , 

Oonds !  Iwere  the  way  to  cut  off  half  the  ’Nation. 
Befides,  Homs  are  not  fieen;  (houd  they  appear, 
Gadfooks,  yon  Place  woud  evn  outhorn  Horn-Fair* 
You’d  fee  your  Surly  Eons  tofs  their  Bulks  Feathers , 
And  your  tame  poor  Contented  bleat  like  Weathers. 
Lewd  rakifo  Husbands  butt  with  Goatijls  Horns , 
And  half  made  Cuckolds  with  an  Unicorns , 

Now  as  all  have  to  Cuckoldry  a  Call, 

So  will  the  Curfe  of  fcribling  on  you  fall ; 

*E  gad  thefe  Times  make  Poets  of  us  all. 

Then  do  not  damn  your  Brothers  of  the  quill  $ 

To  be  revengd  ,  there’s  hope  youll  write  as  ilk 
For  nere  were  feen  more  Scribes,  yet  le/s  good  writing, 
As  there  nere  were  more  Soldiers,  yet  lefs  Fighting. 
Both  can  do  nothing  if  they  want  fupplies. 

Then  aid  us ;  and  our  League  its  neighbouring  Foes  dej 
Thothey  brib'd  lately  one  four  Allies . 

Sure  you  d  not  have  us ,  for  want  df  due  pittance. 
Like  Nicompoops  fneak  to  them  for  admittance . 

No  ;  prop t  by  you  our  fears  and  dangers  ceafe , 

Here  firm,  tho  Wealth  decay,  and  Foes  increafe, 

Well  bravely  tug  for  Liberty  and  Peace » 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS 


Old  Mr  Gerald , 

Young  Mr  Gerald 9 
The  Doctor, 

Wife  to  the  Dodor, 

Mrs  Angelica ,  their  Daughter, 
Beatrice ,  the  Maid, 

Martin ,  Servant  to  Old  Gerald , 
Crifpw9  the  Sham  DoQror,  Servant  to 
Young  Gerald 9 
Symon ,  a  Country  fellow, 

Waiting- woman, ' 


Mr  Bright 
Mir  Hodgfon 
Mr  Underhill 
Mis  Leigh 
Mrs  Bowman 
Mrs  Law f on 
Mr  T,  Harris 

^  Mr  Bowen 

Mr  Trout. 
Mrs  Robinfon 
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ACT  I  SCENE  I. 


Enter  before  the  Curtain ,  Angelica,  Beatrice* 

Ang.  J S  my  Mother  ready,  is  Ihe  coming  to  hear  the  Mu- 


fick  r 


Beat .  Yes  Madam,  and  is  extreamly  pleas’d^  Ihe  lores 
Mufick  wonderfully. 

Ang.  So  do  I  'Beatrice ;  we  are  much  beholden  to  my 
finging  Mailer. 

Beat .  Yes  Madam  !  But  you  are  more  beholden  to  your 
Lover,  young  Mr.  Gerald. 

Ang .  How  fo  ! 

Beat.  You  know  he  has  left  the  Univerfity  for  your  fake, 
and  has  been  this  month  in  Town,  waiting  opportunities 
to  fee  you :  He  brought  with  him  fome  words  of  his  own 
compofing  to  entertain  yon,  they  are  let  by  your  own 
Mailer  :  By  this  means  he  hopes  to  get  admittance  to  dif- 
courfe  you  ,  and  breath  his  Love  Ejaculations  in  your 
Ear, 

Ang.  How  can  that  be  ?  He  is  known  both  by  my  Father 
and  Mother. 

Beat.  No  matter  lor  that ;  he  is  in  difguife,  and  fits 
amonglt  the  Inftrumental  Mufick  as  one  of  them. 

Ang .  How  lhall  I  know  him  ? 

Beat.  By  his  Eye,  as  you  do  a  Pheafant,  he’ll  be  looking 
on  you  all  the  while. 

Ang.  But  how  will  he  come  to  Ipeak  to  me? 

Beat .  Trull  that  to  chance,  at  leafl  it  will  be  a  pleafure 
to  fee  one  another ;  It  is  a  delight  to  Lovers  to  Heal  looks, 
tho  it  be  at  Church. 

[Ang.  Sure  Love  and  Devotion  are  near  a  kin,  they  are 
each  bred  in  the  Soul,  and  Mufick  is  the  food  of  both. 

Beat.  Here  comes  your  Father  and  Mother. 

Enter  DoBor  and  Wife.  s  . 

Wife.  Come  Husband,  Hay  and  hear  the  Mufick,  my 
Daughter’s  Matter  will  take  it  ill  elfe*  it  v/as  provided  for 
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the  Play-houfe,  and  he  has  brought  ’em  all  here  to  pra¬ 
ctice  it  over  in  form  :  Yob’ll  have  time  enough  to  viiit. 
your  Patients. 

Dot I  Let  ?em.begih  prefently  then,  for  time  is  precious 
to  men  of  bufinefs. 

Wife.  The  Mufick  ftrikesup  already.  Sit  do wn,  Husband, 
Daughter,  and  Beatrice  ,  take  you  your  places  over  a- 
gainft  us. 

They  all  fit  down,  and  the  firfi  Mufiical  Ent  ertainment  begins . 
After  that  they  rife  and  [peak. 

DoB.  Well,  now  my  time  is  out,  I  muff  be  gone. 

Wife.  This  is  not  all :  This  is  bur  the  Prologue  to  what 
follows ;  you  muff  hear  the  reft . 

DoB .  I  muff  go  vifit  a  Nobleman  that  is  my  Patient  juft 
now,  but  Ilse  return  anon:  In  the.  mean  time  take  all  the. 
performers  in  to  Breakfaft,  and  treat  ’em  with  fome  bottles 
of  Wine. 

Wife .  By  that  time  youll  come  again. 

DoB.  Ay,  my  dear  Wife,  farewel.  DoB.  Exit. 

Wife.  Gentlemen,  pray  all  walk  into  the  next  Room, 
and  take  part  of  a  fmall  Entertainment.  Come  Daughter. 

Exeunt  Wife ,  Ang.  and  Be? formers. 
Enter  Crifpin. 

Crifp.  Beatrice ,  tell  Mrs.  Angelica  my  Mafter  wou'd  fain 
come  too,  but  dares  not,  for  fear  he  Ihould  be  known  to 
be  in  Town,  Befides,  he  and  I  have,  feme  bufinefs,  but 
well  be  here  again  anon. 

Beat.  Well,  well,  get  you  .gone  Crifpin.  I  am  call’d. 

Exeunt  federally. 

s  c  e'n  e  ir: 

Enter  Old  Gerald y  and  Martin .. 

Mar.  You  are  refolv’d  Sir,  to  Marry  you  fay  .? 

O.  Ger.  I  am  ,*  and  to  that  end,  I  have  fent  my  Son  to' 
the  Gniverfrty,  to  mind.  Inis  Study,  and  be  our  of  the 
way.  • 

Mar.  May  I,  Sir,  be  fo  bold, to  ask  the  Radies  name,  you 
intend  to  make  your  Wife  ? 

Ger .  Madam  Angelica  the  Doctor  s  Daughter. 

Mar; 


Mar.  Sure,  Sir.,  you’re  not  in  earn  eft,  /he’s  riot  above 
fifteen  •  that  Match  Sir,  would  be  fitter  for  your  .Son 

O.Ger.  My  Son?  I  don’t  intend  that  he /hall  Marry  yet, 
thefe  feven  years. 

Mar.  But  Sir,  confider  well  before  you  Marry. 

O.  Ger.  I  have  thought  enough,  /he  s  handfome,  young, 
and  fprightly. 

Mar.  But  thele  are  qualities  will  not  agree  with  an  old 
m  ans  conftitution. 

O.  Ger.  Old  1  Coxcomb  :  I  an’t  fo  old . 

Mar.  No  Sir,  if  you  had,  been  contemporary  with  the 
Patriarchs,  you  had  been  counted  now  a  very  youth,  but  in 
this  /hort-liv  d  age  we  live  in.  Sir,  you  are,  as  one  may 
fay,  worn  to  the  (lumps. 

O.  Ger,  Hold  your  prating,*  Threefcore  is  mans  ripe 
Age, 

Mar.  Yes,  and  his  rotten  Age  too,*  but  you,  if  I  mi  flake 
not,  are  threefcore  and  ten. 

O.  Ger.  No  more  of  Age:  Tis  a  thing  never  to  be  in¬ 
quired  into,  but  when  you  are  buying  Horfes. 

Mar.  How?  Not  in  Marriage  Sir. 

O  G  er.  Not  if  a  man  be  very  rich. 

Mar.  Can  you  believe  Sir,  the  old  Dodlor  her  Father, 
and  the  Gentlewoman  her  Mother,  who  is  a  notable  wife 
governing  Woman,  will  beftow  their  Daughter,  and  their 
only  Heir,  upon  a  man  fo  old,  where  there's  no  hopes  of 
Grand  Children  to  inherit  what  they  have,  without  an  A& 
of  Parliament  to  enable  him. 

O.  Ger.  Hold  your  tongue  I  fay;  you  are  my  Servant, 
not  my  CounceUoH  take  it  Sir;  this  is  my  own  concern; 
when  I  am  Married,  I  doubt  not  but  I  /hall  behave  my  felf, 
as  a  married  man  ought. 

*  Mar.  But  if  the  Do  ft:  or  won’t  confent  to  it, 

O.  Ger.  That  I  am  (lire  of,  he  has  promis’d  me,  and  he’s 
a  man  of  his  word. 

Mar.  That  indeed  is  fomcthing  :  but  Sir,  you  know  the 
Wife  there  wears  the  Breeches ;  and  if  the  grey  Mare  be 
the  better  Horfe,  you  11  find  it  difficult;  to  be  ft  ride  the 

Filly.  '  .■  ;  :  "  v  ;;v  ; 

O.  Ger.  I  know  fhe  is  a  little  domineering;  and  I  know 

too  that  Mr.  Doftor is  a  Wife  Man;  his  gravity  andp.ru 
dance,  will  manage  her  well  enough  ;  he  who  can  cur.' 
mad  folks,  fcorns  to  be  Wife-ridden.  Mar.ft 


Mar.  Many  have  try!d  in  vain  ;  a  man  foMetimes  may 
fooner  break  his  own  hearty  than  his  Wife’s  will.  But  fee  Sir* 
here’s  the  Doctor. 

Enter  DoBor. 

DoB. ,  Mr.  Gerald ,  good  morrow  to  you  Sir. 

O.  Ger.  Mr.  Doctor,  I  was  coming  to  fpeak  to  you. 

DoB .  Comej  let  me  feel  your  pulfe. 

O.  Ger.  It  needs  not  Sir. 

DoB.  T’other  hand. 

O.  Ger.  That’s  not  my  bufmefs.  ^ 

DoB.  No,  but  *tis  mine,  your  Pulfe  Sir  is  diforderec!. 

O.  Ger.  You  miftake  me3  my  — ■ 

.DoB.  Put  out  your  tongue,  your  tongue. 

O.  Ger.  No  matter  for  my  tongue. 

DoB.  Do  you  deep  well  ? 

O.  Ger.  Yes,  very  well.  But  Sir - — 

DoB.  How  is  your  Stomach  ?  have  you  a  good  Appe¬ 
tite. 

O.  Ger.  Yes  Mr.  Do<5tor,  but  I  come  — 

DoB.  And  do  you  difgeft  well  what  you  eat  ? 

O.  Ger.  Yes  very  well,  but  will  you  hear  me  Sir? 

DoB.  And  all  thofe  other  benefits  of  nature. 

O.  Ger .  I  have  *em  regularly.  But  Mr.  Dodfcor'— — 

DoB.  Nay  if  you  eat  well,  drink  well,  deep  well,  digeft 
well,  and  after  all  this  fliould  not  be  well,  it  would  be 
wonderful.  -Bi*t  I  lofe  time,  I  muft  v'ifit  my  other  Pa¬ 
tients.  Your  Servant  Sir. 

O.  Ger.  Stay,  good  Sir,  flay,  I  have  had  patience  to  hear 
you  talk,  and  to  no  purpofe  neither  •  now  *tis  my  turn,  to 
fpeak,  and  to  fome  purpofe. 

DoB.  Difpatch  then  ,*  I’m  in  hade. 

O.Ger.  ’Tis  notgbout  my  health  I  came  to  you,  no  ’tis 
another  affair. 

DoB..  What  affair  ?  ,  v' 

O.  Ger.  That,  that  you  know  of. 

DoB.  What  i  fay? 

O.  Ger.  The  bufmefs  that  I  fpoke  of. 

DoB.  When  ? 

Q.  Ger.  When  ?  more  than  once.  , 

DoB.  Where  ?  . 

O.  Ger.  At  feveral  places  ,*  at  your  houfe  and  mine. 

DoB.  What  was  k  then  ? 
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O.  Gern  About  your  Daughter. 

Doff.  What  about  my  Daughte^ 

Of  Ger.  About  my  marrying  her. 

Doff.  O,  was  it  nothing  elfe  ?  I  thought 5 1  had  been 
fomething  of  confequence.  As  to  that  matter  I  have  given 
my  promife  ;  chufe  your  own  time,  Marry  her  when  you* 
pleaie. 

O.  Ger.  And  have  you  broke  it  to  your  Wife  ? 

DeB.  No,  but  my  will  is  hers,  fhe  fubmits  to  what  I 
•think  fit.  I  am  and  will  be  matter.  I  thank  Heaven,  X 
have  difcretion,  and  can  rule  a  Wife,  as  a  wife  Husband 
ought. 

O.  Ger .  I  doubt  it  not. 

Doff.  If  once  my  Wife  fhould  contradid  my  will,  fhe 
fhould  foon  find  what  metal  I  am  made  of.  I  thank  my 
Stars  we  have  no  domeftick  broyls,  my  Wife  fubmits  to 
me  in  all  things. 

O.  Ger.  If  you  think  fit  then,  letJs  acquaint  her  with  it, 
*tis  a  formality  all  Mothers  may  exped. 

Doff.  You  fay  well  ,*  ftay  here,  l  ie  call  her  !  Ex.  Dr. 

O.  Ger .  Well  Martin ,  what  fay  you  now  ? 

Mar .  I  fee  the  Dodor  is  your  friend  ,•  fo  far  all’s  well  ; 
but  mark  the  end  I  fay  ftill. 

Re*  enter  Doff  or  and  Wife • 

Doff.  My  deareft,  here’s  our  good  friend  Mr.  Gerald  come 
purpofely  to  fee  you. 

Wife.  Sir,  you  Servant.  Tho  my  Husband's  a  Phyfitian, 

I  am  glad  to  fee  you’re  in  good  health. 

O.  Ger 4  Speak  to  her  Mr.  Dodor,  tell  her  the  bufinefs. 

Doff .  Do  you  fpeak  firft. 

O.  Ger .  *Tis  properer  for  you. 

Doff.  No,  no,  you’ll  explain  your  felf  much  better.  Lo¬ 
vers  are  eloquent* 

O.  Ger.  But  you  have  the  Authority  of  a  Husband,  and 
may  without  ceremony  open  the  matter  to  her. 

Doff.  No,  you  mutt  break  the  Ice,  you  fhall  fee  my  power 
if  fhe  refills. 

Wife.  Pray  Gentlemen,  what’s  this  conteft  about,  and 
why  was  I  call  d  hither  ?  * 

O.  Ger.  A  foolilh  pundilio  of  honor  j  and  fomething  Mr, 
Dodor  has  to  acquaint  you  with. 

C  *  Doff, 

-a 
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DoB\  Our  kind  friend,  Mr,  Gerald  here,  has  a  mind  to 
marry  our  Daughter,  Love,  1  '■  :  ,  ; 

O.  Ger .  Yes  Madam  ;  arid  upon  fuch  term  s  as  few  Pa¬ 
rents  are  difpieas’d  with.  You  may  fcruple  my  age,  but 
when  you  know,  I  will  take  her  without  a  Portion,  and 
mean  to  fettle  a  giod  joynture  on  her,  allow  her  hand- 
fomely  for  Pin-Money,  keep  her  a  Coach,  a  Chariot,  and 
two  Footmen,*  and  give  her  every  New-years-day,  a 
hundred  Guineas  in  an  Embroidered  Purfe,  to  fool  away  * 

hope,  that  fcruple  will  be  remov'd,  Befides,  Mr.  Doctor 
has  given  his  content  already,  and  I  doubt  not,  but  yours 
will  come  as  eafily. 

Wife .  Hold  there,  good  Mr.  Gerald ;  thefe  things  require 
confideration  ,*  your  Ages  are  molt  unfutable.  Many 
young  Women  have  been  ruin5  d  by  fuch  unequal  Matches. 
Youth  and  Age  cannot  agree  :  An  old  Man  may  be 
Fond  of  a  young  Woman,  but  a  young  Woman  of  an  old 
Man  never.  But  to  avoid  all  inconveniencies,  and  fatal 
accidents,  that  may  happen  to  our  Family,  by  fuch  a  dif- 
proportion’d  Marriage,  I  malt  tell  you  f  plainly,  you  Jhamt 
have  myconfent;  and  I  hope  you  will  not  take  it  ill  of 
me, 

-«v  -  *  --  .  .  .  •: 

O.  G.  But  your  Husband*  Madam,  has  given  me  his 
Word. 

Wife,  What  if  he  has  ?  He  gave  it  then  without  confidera- 
tion.  When  he  comes  to  weigh  all  circumftances  as  he 
ought,  he  mult,  and  will  be  of  my  mind  too. 

O.  G.  Speak  Mr  Doctor,  did  not  you  abfolutely  promife 
me?  (  , 

Wife,  Fie  who  indifcreetly  promifes,  may  with  good  reg- 
fon  call  it  back.  Fie  did  it  without  my  knowledge 
of  content*  therefore  F  was  but  a  half  promife.  Sir. 

O.  Ger .  But,  Mr  Dr,  a  Manfof  Honour  ought  to  keep  his 
word,  and  (taiid  to  what  he  fays.  Speak  then,  have  you 
not  promifed  me  your  Daughter  ? 

■8n<  •Tis  true,  I  cannot  deny  it. 

Wife.  Flow !  can  you  not  ?  wesll  talk  of  that;  hereafter. 
Well  Mr  Gerald^  promife,  or  not  promife  /  all’s  one  for 
that,  I  deny  my  content,  and  that's  enough. 

Dr.  But- Wife,  dear  Wife— ■  /  ..  . 

Wife,  Wife  me  no  Wife’s,  but  hold  your  fooliiTi  prating; 
fare  I  know  better  than  you  what's  fitting  for  o  ur  Daughter. 

.  1 m  f  Dr. 
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Dr.  But  my  dear,  we  ought  — — 

Wife.  I  know  we  ought  to  be  wifer  than  to  make 
*  promifes;  or  if  you  were  fo  childifh  not  to  keep  ,em. 
Come  Mr  Gerald,  fet  your  Heart  at  reft,  you  /hall  never 
marry  my  Daughter  •  there’s  my  refolutign.  I  will  not  be 
the  jeft  of  the  whole  Town.  Who  would  not  fplit  their 
Tides  to  hear  a  couple  of  old  fools  call  one  another.  Father 
and  Son?  away,  away  for  Thame.  [Ex,  Wife. 

Mar.  Sir,  SiiyMr  Dr.  y  <  ^  . 

v  Dr.  Well,  what  fay  you?  '  */  * 

Mar.  If  once  my  Wife  fhould  contradict  my  will  I  She 
ftiould  foon>find  what  metal  I  am  made  of.  I  thank  my 
Stars  we  haVe  no  domeftick  broyls,  my  Wife  fubmits  tome 
In  ail  things.  '  ;  \  <  • 

O.  Ger  .Martin  fays  true,*  this  leffon  you  read  to  us, before 
you  call’d  your  Wife,  good  Mr  Docftor. 

Dr.  ’Tis  very  true  ;  and  ’tis  as  true,  this  was  no  proper 
place  to  /hew  my  authority  ,*  our  Pallion  muft  be  govern’d 
by  our  Reafon  ,*  my  Moderation  muft  cool  her  Intempe¬ 
rance  :  Had  I  prefently  flown  to  the  top  o’th*  houie,  we 
had  made  fine  work  on*t :  I’ll  take  a  more  convenient  op¬ 
portunity  to  difcourfe  this  matter  with  her  ;  in  the  mean 
time,  leave  it  to  me:  I  have  given  my  word,  and  I  will— 
I  will— come  truftto  me:  X  warrant  you. 

Mar.  Yes  Sir,  leave  it  to  Mr.  Doctor,  he'll  do  wonders; 
he  is  a  Lyon  in  private,  but  you  faw  he  was  a  Lamb  in 
publick  :  But  I  fear  you  had  better  take  the  Wife’s  word, 
than  the  Husband’s,  ’tis  plain  /he  rules  the  Roaft. 

Dr.  You  are  a  fool,  and  know  not  what  you  fay. 

Mar.  But  I  know.  Sir,  you  had  a  furious  repulfe  at  the 
Half -Moon,  you  were  beaten  out  of  your  Trenches  too  ; 
you’ll  have  no  better  luck  at  the  Conterfearp  :  If  you  dare 
venture  toftorm,  I  fear  you  will  be  beaten  off,  with  fuch 
ajhameful  lofs,  you  will  be  forc'd  to  raife  the  Siege,  and 
glad  you  fcape  unwounded. 

Dr.  Hold  your  tongue,  you  are  a  fawey  Knave. 

Mar.  I  have  done, *1  won’t  difpute  Titles  with  Mr  Do  don. 
Dr.  Well  Mr  Gerald ,  once  more  leave  all  to  'me  :  I  tell 
you  I  will  do  it ;  that’s  fufficient.  Exit  Dr j 

Mar.  Now,  Sir,  have  you  the  fame,  hopes  you  had  of 
Marrying  Mrs.  Angelica  ?  Ydu  fee  her  Mother’s  an^  imperi¬ 
ous  Woman,  and  will  never  give  her  confent  to  it :  The 

Doctor 
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Dodor  I  confefs  is  an  able  Phyfician,  an  excellent  man  in 
bis  way,  but  yet  he  has  the  fortune  to  be  Hen-peck’d,  and 
muft  fubmit,  as  many  wife  and  learned  men  have  done  ,* 
v  therefore  you  muft  not  build  upon  his  promifes:  Befides, 
Ido  not  find  you  have  got  the  Daughters  confent  yet; 
and  that's  the  main  point  of  all. 

O.Ger.  You  fay  true,  Martin  ;  I  muft  think  of  than 
Stay,  is  not  that  Crifpin  yonder  ? 

Enter  Crifpin . 

Crif.  O  Sir,  your  Servant:  lam  glad  I  have  found  you. 
Good  morrow  Martin . 

Man  Good  morrow  Crifpin . 

O.Ger.  What  caufe  brings  you  to  Town? 

Crif  Your  Son,  my  Mafter,  feiit  me  in  all  hafte. 

O.  Ger.  For  what  ? 

Crif  That  Letter  will  inform  you. 

O.  Ger.  reads .  Honoured  Father,  Hoping  you  are  in  good 
health,  as  I  am,  thanks  be  to  God,  at  the  prefen t  writing 
hereof :  This  is  to  let  you  underftand  that  ail  my  Money  s 
gone,  and  my  Cloaths  worn  lb  bare,  that  you  may,  as  the 
faying  is,  fee  my  Breech  thro  my  Pocket-holes, 

Mar  A  fineEpiftle. 

O.  Ger.  This  is  not  my  Sons  ftile  ,  nor  is‘t  his  hand  :  This 
is  fbme  Roguery  of  yours  Sirrah. 

Crifp.  To  tell  you  the  plain  truth.  Sir,  I  loft  I  know  not 
how,  my  Matters  Letter  on  the  Road,*  and  baiting  at  a 
little  Village,  it  hapned  to  be  the  Sextons  houfe,  who 
fold  a  Cup  of  notable  good  Ale :  There  I  got  him  to  write 
this  Letter  for  me,  I  know  my  Mafter  feat  for  Money* 
and  Cloaths,  pray  read  the  reft. 

O.  Ger.  No,  I  have  read  enough. 

Mar.  You  dictated  this  Letter  to  the  Sexton,  Crifpin . 

Crifp.  Ididfo?  what  of  that? 

Mar.  Nothing,  but  that  the  ftile  is  very  eloquent. 

.  Crifp. 'I  think  fo  :  I  have  not  been  at  the  Univerfity  with 
my  Mafter  4  months,  for  nothing. 

;  O.  G.  Has  my  Son  fpent  all  his  Money  in  fo  ftorc  a 
time  ?  he  has  been  prodigal 

Crif.  He  could  not  help  it,  he  was  forc’d  to  treat  at  his 
firft  coming.  Sir  :  I  iliall  be  his  Steward  for  the  future,  and 
manage  matters  better. 


0.  G\ 
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0,  tier.  Look  you  do,  I  have  feme  bufmefs  now,  about 
an  hour  hence  come  liotne  to  me.  Follow  me  Martin. 

[Ex,  O.  Ger.  and  Mar * 

Crif  So  far  all's  well  t  If  I  can  fcrew  a  good  fumfti  out 
of  him,  Ido  my  Mailers  bufmefs  ;  the  old  Gentleman  muft 
not  know  he  is  in  Town,  nor  muft  my  Mailer  know  I 
loft  his  Letter.  O,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Toung  Gerald. 

T.  Ger.  I  lent  you  with  my  Letter  to  my  Father ;  wiry 
are  you  loy taring  here? 

Crif.  :Tis  done,  Sir. 

T.  Ger .  What  is  done,  Sir? 

Crif  Your  buim els,  Sir,  is  done  effectually :  I  met  your 
Father  here,  juft  in  this  place;  gave  him  your  Letter  ;  he 
read  it  one  and  o’re,  and  faid  the  ftile  was  admirable  ;  was 
overjoyM  to  fee  how  the  Univerfity  had  improv'd  you  • 
then  I  made  him  an  eloquent  Oration,  to  let  him  fee  how 
I  had  profited  :  This  melted  his  hard  heart,  made  his  old 
Eyes  twinkle  like  flames  in  the  bottom  of  two  Sockets:  At 
laft  he  bid  me  come  home  to  him  fame  half  an  hour  hence j 
by  that  time.  Sir,  the  Money  will  be  ready. 

T.  Ger.  Did  he  ask  no  queftions  ?  how  I  had  fpent  my 
Money  ?  what  company  I  kept  ?  or  how  I  behaved  my 
felf  in  the  Univerfity  ? 

Crif  Fie  had  no  time  for  that ;  when  I  come  home  to 
him,  perhaps  he  may. 

T.  Ger.  Be  careful  Griffin  ;  fliould  he  fulped:.— — ™ 

Crif  Fie  fhall  pump  nothing  out  of  me,  I  warrant  yout 

T.  Ger .  But  Martin  is  a  notable  fly  youth. 

Crif  You  think,  becaufe  I  cannot  write  and  read  as  h# 
can,  that  I  have  lefs  wit  than  Martin  ;  I  warrant  you  I'll 
be  upon  my  Guard,  111  deal  well  enough  with  him.  But 
now.  Sir,  let  me  qneftion  you  a  little ;  how  durft  you  ven¬ 
ture  abroad,  by  day  light?  Should  your  Father- - — 

T.  Ger.  I  know  it  Criffm ,  but  as  foon  as  you  were  gone, 
Angelica  lent  her  Maid  to  me,  bid  me  meet  her  here;  fome- 
thing  of  confequence  has  hapned  to  her,  and  I’m  in  pain 
to  know  the  meaning  of  it.  See,  ftie  is  here. 

Enter  Angelica . 

T.  Ger.  My  dear  Angelica ! 

Ang.  Mr  Gerald!  I  am  glad  my  Maid  found  you,  you 
have  made  hafte. 

D  *  Z 
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T.  Ger.  Can  you  blame  me  for  that  ?  My  love  was  too 
impatient  to  wait ;  I  have  a  thoufand  doubts  and  fears: 
why  did  you  fend  for  me  ?  what  has  happen’d,  Madam  ? 
tell  me  my  Angelica,  and  eafe  my  loaded  heart. 

Ang.  I  could  not  prevail  upon  my  felf  to  flay  till  you 
came.  O  Gerald !  "twill  furpnze  you  when  I  tell  you,  your 
Father  is  An  love. 

Y.  Ger .  You  mock  me  Madam. 

Ang>  No,  ?tis  too  true  ;  he  has  askt  me  of  my  Father 
and  my  Mother-,  offers  to  fettle  a  large  Joynture  on  me, 
and  Marry  me  without  a  Portion  too.  Thefe  are  propo- 
fals  few  Parents  will  refufe. 

T.  Ger .  The  Laws  of  Mature.,  tho  not  of  Nations,  for- 
;  bid  fuch  unequal  Matches. 

Ang .  But  Money,,  Gerald  !  what  will  not  Money  do  i 

Y.  Ger .  ’Tis  true  ;  for  Money  Mothers  fell  their  Daugh¬ 
ters  ?  V-- 

Ang.  Yes,  and  for  Money,  moft  Daughters  fell  them- 
felves. 

T.  Ger.  A  Beau  for  money,  will  Marry  an  old  wither'd 
Witch,  with  rotten  Lungs,  no  Teeth,  one  Eye,  and  half 
a  Nofe. 

Ang.  For  Money,  Soldiers  fell  their  lives. 

Y.  Ger.  And  Prieifts  their  confciences. 

— - *But  my  Angelica  ;  your  Father  is  a  wife  and  learned 

Man,  he  is  not  mercenary,  he  won’t  fell  you. 

Ang.  You  are  miftaken.  Sir,  he  has  given,  his  promife 
to  your  Father. 

r.  Ger.  Then  all  my  hope  is  yanifh'd. 

Ang.  Mot  fo  ,*  you  have  no  reafon  to  defpair.  You  fay 
n.j.  Father's  wife,  and  learned  too >  ,*  now  I  fay,  rhy  Mo¬ 
ther  has  no  learning,  but  more  wifedom,  for  ihe  has  pofi- 
tively  refufed  to  give  him  her  confent. 

YGer.  0  you  revive  me!  my  drooping  Soul  drinks  up 
your  words,  as  the  parch'd  Earth  does  a  refrefhing  fhower ! 
what's  to  be  done,  Cnffmi 

Ang.  I  told  you  my  Mother  lov'd  Mufick  moff  immode¬ 
rately:  She  is  much  pleated  with  it.  1  will  let  her  know 
that  it  was  your  contrivance,  and  acquaint  her  with  our 
love,  and  tty  to  make  her  of  our  party/  Stay  hereabouts, 
if  I  fucceed/  Beatrice  fhall  give  you  notice* 


f  n  ) 

T.GeK  Do,  my  dear  Lov’d  ,  Angelica  :  Good  luck  attend 
you,;  [Ex.  Ang* 

Crij .  Has  the  Devil  Lechery  got  poffeffion  of  my  old  M^- 
fter’s  head  ?  I  am  fure  he  left  his  Breeches  long  ago.  Let 
me  fee ;  he  has  to  my  knowledge,  been  bewitch’d  about 
fome  15- years. 

T.  Ger.  This  was  the  caufe  I  was  remov'd,  and  fent  to 
the  Univerfity. 

Crif.  He  fhall  quickly  find  we  loft  no  time  there*  we  have 
ftudied  hard/ ftudied  Fortification,  we  can  Entrench*  if 
he  can  Mine,  Sir,  we  can  Countermine. 

T.Ger.  Now  go ,  fetch  the  money  from  my  Father  in- 
ftantly,  you  lliall  find  me.  hereabouts  at  your  return  [£#• 

Crif.  Well,  of  all  your  Fathers  follies,  this  is  the  work, 
When  old  men  fall  in  Love,  they’re  furely  curft. 

SCENE  II. 

A  Hall  in  the  Doffors  Houje. 

Enter  the  Doff  or  s  Wife ,  Angelica ,  and  Beatrice. 

Wife.  Is  the  Room  in  order,  Beatrice ,  for  the  Mufick  to 
go  on  with  the  entertainment?  \  1 

Bea.  Yes,  Madam. 

Wife.  Tis  very  welLGo  fee  how  long  it  will  be  to  dinner. 
Come,  my  Angelica ,  be  free  and  merry, 

Truft  to  thy  Mother  s  condud,  and  her  kindnefs  , 

Thy  Father  fhall  not  fell  thee  while  I  live. 

While  you  remain  obedient  and  difcreet, 

It  fhall  be  all  the  ftucfy  of  my  life. 

To  make  you  happy.  Child. 

Ang.  Oh  my  dear  Mother ! 

Let  me  receive  this  bleffing  on  my  Knees. 

If  ever  I  am  difobedient  to  you  ?  . 

Or  e5re  abufe  this  mighty  goodnefs  to  you* 

May  I  become  the  out-caft  of  your  Family,* 

Difown'd  by  you,  difpis’d  by  all  good  Women, . 

And  hated  by  young  Gerald. 

Enter  Toting  Gerald » 

Wife.  Here  he  comes . 

You’re  welcome,  Sir  ;  if  mine  is  not  fufficieflt, 

You  fhall  have  her  welcome  too. 


And  that  , 1  hope  will  pleafe  you; 

T.  G.  P  leafe  me  i  I  more 
Than  wealth  to  Mifers,  freedom  to  a  Slave., 

Or  a  Reprieve  to  one  condemn’d  to  die, 

Ang.  Oh,  Mr  Gerald  ! 

I  have  the  mofi:  indulgent  Mother  living. 

Your  Father’s  liberal  offers  to  the  Dodtor 
Cannot  prevail  on  her, 

T.  Ger.  How  fhall  I  thank  you  ,  Madam,  as  I  ought  ? 
Flow  pay  the  mighty  debt  due  to' you  both  ? 

Due  to  your  wifdom  ,  and  her  mat-chiefs  love? 

If  all  the  duty,  the  profound  relpedl 
That  ever  pious  Son.  paid  Ills  own  Mother 
Can  merit  lo  much  PXappinefs,  if  deferve  it. 

The  bufmefs  of  my  life  Jhall  be  to  pleafe  her. 

My  truth,  my  conftancy,  and  perfect  love. 

No  time  /hall  alter,  nor  no  chance  remove. 

Wife.  Do  this,  my  Son,  and  Flea ven  will  blefs  you  both. 

>  ..  Enter  Beatrice .. 

Beat.  My  Matter,  Madam,  has  fent  word, .  he  can’t  be 
at  home  till  dinner-time,  but  wou’d  have  you  go  on  with 
the  Mufick. 

Wife.  Then  well  loofe  no  more  time  •  come  let  us  feat 
our  felves  *  I  long  to  hear  more. 

Here  comes  in  the  fecund  Mufical  Entertainment:  After  which 
they  rife  andfpeak .  ~ 

Wife.  Well  hear  the  reft  after  Dinner. 

Beat.  Defire  the  Gentlemen  all  to  walk  in. 

T.  Gcr.l  mult  not  be  feen  by  your  Husband  •  therefore 
111  take  my  leave. 

Wife.  I  know  it,  Mr  Gerald .  Your  Servant  Sir. 

Ang.  Sir  yolir  Servant. 

T.  G .  Adieu  my  Life,  my  Dear,  Angelica.  [Ex 

Wife .  Two- things,  and  only  two,  Angelica  -  I  always  lov’d, 
and  lov'd  em  pailionately. 

Ang,  What  were  thofe.  Mad  am? 

Wife.  My  Husband,  and  good  Mufiefc 

Ang,'  Aindin  that  Madam,  I  follow  your  Example? 

Wife*  Yes  Child,  but  'take  this  rule  along  with  you  * 
Difcretlon  is  a  Womans  fafeft  guard.  . 

She  {huns  Vain  Glory,  Malice,  Strife,  and  Pride, 

When  Reafon  and  good  Nature  is  her  Guide. 

End  of  the  fir  ft  Alt' 
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A  C  T  II.  SCENE! 


Rnter  Doffor. 

Dr.YyEatrke,  I  fay  *  where  are  you  ? 

U  Enter  Beatrice . 

Beat.  Here,  Sir^  here. 

Dr.  See  all  things  are  in  order  here  in  my  Laboratory, 
Many  Virtuofi  will  be  here,  to  fee  my  curious  Difle&ion, 
and  hear  the  ledture  I  intend  to  read  on  a  dead  Bo¬ 
dy,  which  every  moment  I  exped  to  be  fent  in  from  the 
place  of  Execution, 

Beat.  Why  do  you  choofe  this  back  Apartment  at  the 
end  of  the  Garden  ?  You  us'd  to  do  it  in  the  Great  Hall 
formerly.  •  ■  ► 

Dr.  My  Wife  will  have  it  fo,  and  that’s  enough  ,•  the 
body  may  be  brought  in  privately,  at  that  back  door,  for  fo 
I  order’d  it :  Befides,  the  wrangling  difputations  of  felf- 
conceited,  obftinate  Phyficians,  who  come  to  fee  my  ope¬ 
ration,  will  at  this  diftance  lefs  difturb  the  Neighbourhood*: 
they  will  maintain  fheir  notions  with  more  noife,  than  Bet¬ 
ters  in  a  Cock-pit. 

Beat.  *Tis  oblerv’d  you  Dodors  rarely  agree  in  your  opi¬ 
nions,  Sir,  which  makes  fome  affirm,  Phyfick  itfelf  is  a  very 
uncertain  Science. 

Dr.  That  s  true  ,•  but  y^t  the  fault’s  not  in  the  Art. 

Bea.  It  anuft  be  in  the  Profeifors  then. 

Dr.  And  fo  it  is ;  but  this  isk  not  your  bufinefs. 

Bea.  I  only  fpeak  my  fimpie  judgment  Sir#  -- 

Dr.  The  Body  will  be  here  immediately :  let  ’em  carry  it 
into  the  Vault,  "tis  cooler  there :  in  the  mean  time  F1I 
make  fome  vifits  to  my  Patients  who  are  near.  Ha!  Bea¬ 
trice,  let  me  fee,  what  have  you  there  ? 

Bea.  Where,  Sir ,  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Dr.  There,  Sirrah,  there.  Let’s  fee  thofe  pretty  Bubbles  *> 

Bea.  Fye  Sir,  you  make  me  bluih. 

Dr.  Faith  I  will  fee  ’em  1 1  and  feel  'em  too. 

e*  ^  m 


-<Bea,  You  old  men  have  fuch  odd  fancies  in  you. 

Dr.  I  am  a  Cock  oW  Game,  you  little  Rogue. 

Bea.  Xouftrut,  and  crow/  and  clap  your  Wings  indeed, 
but  all  to  little  purpofe. 

Dr.  Ah  you  unlucky  Chitt !  I  cou*d,  I  coud  — — ■ 

Bea.  But  you  forget  your  Patients  Sir. 

Dr.  That's  true  indeed :  well  when  I  come  again. '  Ex. Dr. 

Bea.  I  find  all  Husbands,  old,  and  young,  are  Hill  for 
variety  •  which  is  a  certain  fign  of  an  ill  ftomach  :  well,  if 
ever  it  be  my  fortune  to  Marry  one  who  ferves  me  fo  ,  Ill 
fay  no  more,  but  that  which  is  fauce  for  a  Goofe,  fhall  be 
fauce  for  a  Gander  too.  Enter  Crifpin . 

Crifpin  l  What  brings  you  hither  now  ? 

Crif  I  have  been  almoft  half  an  hour  hankering  about 
the  back  door  :  I  faw  the  Doctor  come  forth  juft  now7,  and 
then  I  ventur'd  to  flip  in. 

Bea.  Secure  that  door  then,  while  I  fallen  this  j  we  will 
nolbe  furpriz’d*  now  what’s  thebufmefs  ?. 

Crif  My  Matter,  poor  mans  at  his  wits  end,  he  walks 
and  ftarts,  then  Hops  and  mufes,  then  he  walks  again  : 
What  Madam  Angelica  told  him  about  his.  Father  has  di- 
ftradfced  him.  I  have  a  Letter  for  her. . 

Bea.  Give  it  me. 

Crif.  Stay  Beatrice ,  let  me  look  on  you  a  little  :  what  haft 
thou  been  doing  to  thy  felfr  I  never  faw  thee  fo  handfome 
in  my  life. 

Bea .  Indeed  ? 

Crif  No  indeed  f  thou  haft  ftoln  fome  of  thy  Lady's* 
vWafti  ,*  it  can’t  be  natural  come,  let  me  try. 

Bea.  Stand  oft,  you  fool 

Crif.  Now  I  think  on’ t,  I  have  not  had  one  kils  fmce  I 
came  from  the  Univerfity. 

Bea,  Keep  your  diftance,  you  had  beft  :  I  will  not  make 
you  fo  familiar  with  me. 

Crif  Say  you  fo  :  Harkee,  Gentlewoman,,  what  made 
you,  here  alone  with  Mr  Dodor  ?  This  place  is  very  pri¬ 
vate,  at  a  convenient  diftance  from  the  houfe  too. 

Bea.  One  who  was  hang’d  this  morning  is  to  be  Diffect> 
ed  here  :  I  mult  fet  every  thing  in  order  for  it  ,•  the  Body 
will  be  fent  in  prefently. 

Crif  We  have  prepaid  another  Entertainment  for  your 
Lady  ,  Here,  let  me  out  quickly.  Knocking. 

P*. 
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Dr.  •whhln .  Open  the  door. 

Bea .  What  fhaii  I  do  ?  it  is  my  Matter. 

Crif  Let  me  out  I  fay. 

Bea *  Here,  come  to  the  other  door*  Knocking  at  the  other  door . 
within  Where  are  you  ?  Beatrice  ? 

O  Heaven  !  tis  my  Miftrefs,  ihe  s  at  the  other  door. 

Crif.  The  Devil  {he  is. 

Bea.  If  {he  were  not  there,  I  would  let  you  down  into 
the  Vault. 

Dr.  within.  Ho  Beatrice  !  open  the  door  I  fay.. 

Crif  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

Bea.  Here,  here,  lay  your  felf  at  length  upon  this  Ta¬ 
ble  :  I’ll  fay  you  are  the  dead  Body  fentfrom  the  Galiows, 

Crif  Oh  Beatrice  — - — — - 

Be a.  No  more ;  do  as  I  bid  you. 

Crifpin  lies  at  his  full  length  on  the  Table :  Beatrice  opens 
the  door .  Enter  Do  Bor. 

Dr.  You  made  me  wait  fufficiently.  I  had  forgot  fome 
Medicines  I  prepar’d;  I  mutt  go  up  and  fetch  ’em.  Ex.  Dr. 

Bea.  Now  I’ll  let  in  my  Miftrefs. 

Enter  Wife. 

Wife.  How  were  you  employ ’d3  you  could  open  the  door 
no  fooner  ? '  . 

Bea,  I  was  butte  in  taking  in  this  Executed  Body ,  I  made 
all  the  hafte  I  could.  Re-enter  DoBor. 

Dr.  How  now,,  my  deareft  Love,  what  make  you  here  ? 

Wife.  I  came  to  fee  if  all  things  were  in  order  as  they 
fhould  be. 

Dr.  ’Tis  very  well.  Adieu,  I  am  in  hafte.  Exit  Dr. 

Wife .  Beatrice ,  fet  all  his  Inftruments  in  order :  my  Daugh- 
terjand  I  will  make  a  vifit :  I  do  not  love  fuch  lights,  they 
make  me  melancholy. 

Bea .  I’ll  be  careful  in  yourabfence.  Exit  Wife . 

Now,  Crifpins3  is  my  invention  good  ?  Crifpin  rifes. 

Crif.  You’ve  brought  me  bravely  off  ;  but  I’ll  be  gone 
for  fear  of  an  after- clap. 

Dr.  within.  Beatrice ,  Beatrice ,  open  the  door  again.  Knocks. 

Bea.  ’Tis  my  Matter,  to  the  fame  pofture  quickly. 

Crif.  The  Devil  take  him.  Enter  DoBor. 

Dr.  I  think  I  am  bewitcht  to  day  ;  I  have  taken  the 
wrong  Medicines.  What’s  that  there  ? 

Bea.  The  Body  from  the  Gallows,  Sir;  the  fellows  that 
brought  it  would  not  carry  it  into  the  Vault.  Dk 
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Dr. '-How. came  they  to  fend  him  with  his  deaths  on  ?' 

Bea.  They  11  call  for  ’em  to  morrow.  v 

Dr.  5T«is  very  well  Ha  !  the  Body's  warm  :  1  have  a 
mind  to  make  an  experiment  immediately.  Go  ,  Beatrice 
fetch  me  my  IncifionJKnives,  Amputation  Knife,  Bif- 
membring  Saw,  with  the  Threads,  Pins,  and  all  the  other 
Inftruments  I  laid  ready  in  my  Clofet. 

Bea .  But  Sir,  your  Patients  exped  you  now. 

Dr.  An  hour  or  two  hence  willferve. 

Bea .  Should  any  of  'em  dye  in  the  mean  time  i 

Dr.  That's  not  my  fault ;  if  any  of  'em  are  in  fo  much 
danger,  my  vifit  will  do  'em  no  good  now. 

Bea.  I  have  heard  you  fay.  Sir,  a  proper  dofe  given  at  a 
lucky  time  — — — 

Dr.  Go,  bring  me  only  my  Incifion  Knife- for  while  the 
natural  heat  remains,!  /hall  more  eafily  come  at  the  Ladeal 
Veins,  which  convey  the  Chyle  to  the  Heart,  for  Sangui¬ 
fication,  or  encreafe  of  Blood. 

Bea.  But,  Sir,  you  wonft  begin  the  Anatomy  before  the 
Dodors  come.  * 

Dr.  Fetch  it,  I  fay. 

%ea.  Well  Sir,  fmee  I  mutt,  Exit  Bea. 

Dr.  He's  not  ill  ftiap’d,  nor  is  he  very  ill  featur'd  and 
yet  his  vifage  flill  retains  much  -  difeontent  and  trouble. 
Well,  all  the  Rules  of  Metopofcopy  and  FhyUognumy  are 
falfe,  if  this  wa$  not  a  Rogue  that  very  well  deferv'd  hang¬ 
ing.  .This  Incifion  pieaies  me  extremely  ^  Fll  open  his 
Belly  from  the  Xiphoid  Cartilage ,  quite  along  to  the  Os 
Biiks.  I  feel  his  Heart  pant  yet  :  If  any  of  my  fellow  Phy* 
licians  were  here  now,  efpegially  thofe  who  doubt  the 
Harveyan  Dodrine,  I'd  let  ’em  plainly  fee  the  Circulation 
oP'the  Blood  thro  the  Syfiole  and  Biajhle.  & 

Enter  Surgeon. 

Sur.  O  Dedor !  I  am  glad  I  have  found  you':  My  Lord 
is  much  worfe  frnce  yefterday  you  mutt  vifit  him  imme¬ 
diately.  *’ 

Dr.  I'll  come  anon  j  I  am  very  bufie  now. 

Sur.  My  Lords  To  very  ill,  you  mutt  go  with  all  fpeed 
to  him. 

:  Dr.  <&  you  before  I  fay,  and  let  him  blood.  Ill  be  with 
him  in  an  hour. 

Sur.  Sure  Bleeding  can't  be  proper  in  his  circumftances. 

Dr. 
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■  Dr.  I  fay  let  him  blood  :  Sure  I  know  what  I  do/  . 

Sur.  His  cafe. is  alter’d  much,  Sir,  fince  you  faw  him. 

Dr.  Once  more*  I  fay,  go  bleed  him. 

Sur.  But  Sir—  ■  % 

Dr.  Bleed  him, 1  fay :  *TIs  line  indeed  when  Surgeons 
Hiali  teach  Phyficians. 

Sur.  I  will  not  Bleed  him,  I  am  fare  it  will  be  his  death : 
Let  »vho  will  do  it  for  me?,-  and  fo  fareweL  Exit  Sur. 

Dr.  Farewel,  Sir,  if  you  won  t,  another  fhall 
Enter  Beatrice,  who  was  tiffining . 

Sea.  I  have  been  looking  all  about  Sir,  and  cannot  find 
.  your  Incifion  Knife :  Besides,  Sir,  a  fine  Lady  call’d  at  the 
door  juft  now,  in  a  great  Gilt  Coach,  and  charg’d  me  t® 
lend  you  to  my  Lord’s  immediately. 

Dr.  Ha! 

Bea.  In  hafte  Sir ,  in  all  hafte. 

Dr.  Sayft  thou  — — • 

Bea.  He’s  dying  Sir,  he’s  dying. 

Dr.  What  lhou*d  I  go  for  then  ?  — * 

Bea.  You  mull  go  Sir,  you  fiiail  go — you  are  fent  for. 

Dr.  The  Devil’s  in  the  Wench -  She  turns  him  round. 

Bea.  They  are  in  hafte,  in  hafte  Sir. 

Dr.  Well  I  go  then  ;  Let  the  Body  be  carry ’d  into  the 
V  ault. 

Bea.  It  (hall,  Sir  ;  but  lofe  no  more  time:  begone.  So* 
joy  go  with  you.  She  turns  him  out* 

Or  if.  And  I,  without  more  words,  will  be  gone  pre* 

fently. 

Bea.  Whither  in  inch  hafte  ? 

Crif.  Whither,  with  a  vengeance  !  Let  me  out  I  fay  g 
you  muft  fetch  the  Incifion  Knife,  with  a  pox  t*  ye,  and 
all  the  other  damnable  Inftruments,  to  rip  me  up  alive,  and 
make  minc*d  meat  of  me!  A  curie  on  his  Sjfiol  ^nd  Dj* 

afiole . 

Bea.  You  are  miftaken,  Crifpin :  when  I  Jwent  out  I  did 
not  go  to  fetch  the  Inftruments ,  I  went  to  hide  ’em, 
where  I  was  fure  hecou’d  never  find  ’em. 

Crif, \  I  thought  indeed,  you  could  not  have  the  heart  to 
fee  a  man  who  loves  you  as  I  do,  fo  barbaroufly  difinem* 
bred  ;  and  therefore  I  lay  ftill. 

Bea .  Well,  ftay  here  a  while  ^  Ill  run  and  give  Angelica 
the  Letter,  and  return  inftantly. 

C  F*  Crif : 
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Crif.  I  beg  your  pardon.  I’ll  flay  no  longer  in  this  room* 

Beat.  Why  fo  ? 

Crif, ]  The  very  thought,  of  that  damn’d  Ihcifton  Knife 
puts  me  into  a  cold  fweat  ?  I  ll  ftay  for  you  in  the  ftreet. 

Beat.  Away,  you  fot. 

Crif.  I  had  rather  be  a  Sot  than  an  Anatomy,  Twill 
not  have  niy  Flefli  fcrap’d  from  my  Bones*  I  will  not  bet 
hung  up  for  a  Skeleton  in  Barber-Siii geons-Halh 

Beat.,  Stay  but  a  little. 

Crif.  Yes  in  theftreet.  There  I  (hall  not  be  in  danger  of 
your  damn’d' Amputation  Knife,  and  your  Difmembring 
Saw,  with  a  pox  to  hinm 

Beat:  Alas!  poor  Crifpin. 

Crif.  Fear  makes  me  think  every  thing  I  fee  an  Inftru- 
ment  to  rrp  me  up,  from  the  Syftole  to  the  Dyaftole. 

Beat.  He  had  a  mind  to  be  acquainted  with  your  infide, 
Crifpin . 

Crif  The  Devil  pick  his  Bones  for’t.  I  fhalLnever  recover 
my  felf  till  I  get  out  of  this  curfed-  placed  [Knocking  again  jj 
Ah  !  The  Spirit’s  come  again  !  Open  the  door.  I’ll  rufn  out 
like  a  Lyon.. 

Bea.  Have  a  care,  or  you’ll  fpoil  alL 

Crif  If  the  Dr  catches  tne  here,  he  .will  fpoil  all.  Am- 
potation  and  Incifion  will  fpoil  all. 

Bea.  Come,  lay  your  felf  upon  the  Table  quickly*  he 
has  jno  Inftruments. 

Crif  'Not  X  |  for  ought  I  know,  he  may  have Tome  about 
him.  His  Pockets  may  be  fill’d  with  Knifes ,  Pins,  Threads, 
Saws,  and  the  Devil  and  all. 

Bea.  Well  thought  on:  Here  hangs  my  .Matter’s  Gown 
and  Cap,  you  fttall  ftraitput  ’em  on,  and  tell  him  you  are 
a  Phy ficlan,  juft  come  from  ,  the  Umyerfity,  and  under¬ 
funding  a  dead  Body  was  to  be.  .differed  by  him,  came  to , 
hear  his  Ledture. .  >  -  .  » 

Crif  Where  is  the  dead  Body,  Tool  ? 

’  Bea.  I’ll  tell  him*  ’tis  carried  into  the  Vault,  as  he  con>, 
manded. 

Crif.  Give  me  the  Lobes  then: Tde  rather  aft  the  Dr  than 
the  dead  Body.  So  ,  now  !  hope  I  need  not  fear  his  peep¬ 
ing  into  my  Os  Vubis.,  with  a  pox  to  him.  ^  Buts  on  the  Gown. 

'Bea.  But  it  he  Ihould  find  out  your  ignorance! 

Qrifp.  Tlf  venture  that  p  the  World  bely’s  ’em,  or  there 

are- 
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are  many  great  Fhyfitians,  as  great  Fools  as  my  felf.  I 
have  good  natural  Parts*  Beatrice  y  if  they  fcape  but  Incifion 
and  Amputation. 

Bea.  So ;  now  Fie  let  him  in. 

Enter  a  Waking  Woman. 

Wait .  Is  Mr  Dr  within  ? 

Bea .  No. 

Wait .  Why  do  you  deny  him  to  me  ?  There  he  is. 

Crif.  Well ,  what’s  your  bufinefs  with  me.  Miftrefs ! 
Speak. 

•  Wait .  My  Lady  has  loft  her  little  Lap-dog,  which  file 
lov’d  better  than  any  Relation  in  the  World.  She  lays  the 
fault  on  me,  and  grieves  and  takes  on  as  if ’twere  her  only 
Child.  I  fear  fhe'll  grow  Diftraded  if  we  find  it  not. 
Now,  Sir,  knowing  that  you  are  not  only  a  learned  Thy-  - 
fitian,  but  that  you  underftand  Aftrology  arid  the  like  — 
Crif.  Ay,  ay,  I  underftand  one,  as  well  as  the  other. 

Wait.  Therefore,  Sir,  I  bring  you  a  Fee,  and  defire  you 
to  tell  me  fome  tidings  of  him. 

Crif.  Have  you  brought  the  Dogs  Water  with  you  ? 

Wait.  His  Water  ?  the  Dog’s  loft,  Sir. 

Crif.  Loft— why  —  ay,  what  then? 

Bea.  The  Rafcal  ftumbles  confoundedly—  You  do  not  : 
mind.  Sir,  theT)og  isnot  fick,  he  is  loft. 

Crif.  O  ho  —  loft  ?  how  long  fmce  was  he  loft  ? 

Wait .  Two  days  ago. 

Crif.  At  what  hour  ? 

Wait.  At  eleven  in  the  morning. 

Crif.  What  colour? 

Walt  Black  and  White. 

Crif  Enough,  enough. 

Wait;  Well,  he’s  a  rare  Man,  if  he  can  tell  me  where  to 
find  the  Dog-. 

Bea •  Never  doubt  him  ;  he  will  do  it  certainly? 

Crif.  You  fay  us  two  days  fince 
Wait.. Yes,  Sir. 

Crif  About  eleven  a  clock  ? 

Wait.  Yes. 

Crif  Black  and  White  ? 

Wait.  Very  right.  Sir. 

Griffs  Beatrice ,  what’s  in  that  Box  there  in  your  hand  ? 
Beat.  Some  Pills  my  Matter  gave  me  to  lay  up. 
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Crif  O  ho  J'  Some  Fills?  Give  me ’the  Box, 

Bea.  To  what  purpofe  ? 

Crif  Hold  your  peace  *  here,  take  thefe  Pilh 

Wait.  For  what,  an  t  pleafe  your  Wor/hip? 

Crif  Your  Lady’s  Dog  is  loft. 

Wait.  Yes,  Sir. 

Crif.  And  you  would  find  him  again  ? 

Wait.  With  all  my  heart. 

Crif  Take  thefe  Pills  then. 

Wait.  Will  thele  Pills  make  me  find  the  Bog  again  ? 

v Crif  Yes,  they  will  make  you  find  him  •  for  they're  of 
a  very  fearching  nature.  There  I  was  witty,  Beatrice. 

Wait.  But,  'Sir - — 

Crif  Go,  do  as  I  bid  you. 

Wait .  Here  are  juft  five,  Sir,  muft  I  take  'em  all  ? 

Crif.  Yes,  all  five,  and  all  at  once. 

Wait.  There  is  your  Fee,  Sir,  if  thefe  Pills  help  us  to 
the  Dog  again,  you’ll  have  my  Lady,  and  the  whole  Fa¬ 
mily  for  your  Patients  valid  fo  your  Servant,  Sir.  ExWalt . 

Bea.  Ha  Griffm !  Is  not  this  better  than  being  a  dead 
Body.  You  no  fooner  Commenced  Doctor,  but  you  got 
a  Doctor's  Fee.  \She  flints  the  Door. 

Crif  Two  new  Crown-pieces  ,*  Yis  a  brave  Trade  in¬ 
deed  :  Here  a  man  gets  his  Money  eafily . 

Beat.  I  could  not  chufe  but  fmile  to  hear  your  ignorance 
O  filly  !  The  Dog's  Water  ?  And  what  would  you  have 
done,  but  for  my  Box  of  Pills  ?  Give  Pills  to  find  a  Dog  ? 
Ha,  Ha! 

Crif.  What  would  you  have  a  man  do,  who  can  neither 
write  nor  read  ?  Come  let  me  difrobe  fiiy  feif ;  Ill  wait 
for  you  in  the  ftreet,  [ [Knocking . 

Bea.  Hark,  fome  body  knocks  again.' 

Crif  O  Lord  •!  If  this  ihould  be  the  Dr  ? 

Bea.  There's  no  remedy  ?  You  muft  brazen  it  out. 

Enter  Simon. 

Sim.  Is  Mr  Doctor  within  ? 

Bea.  What's  your  bufinefs  ? 

Sim.  I5de  Xpeak  with  him !  x  / 

Bea.  From  whom? 

Sim.  Why  from  my  zelf. 

Bea.  Why  do  you  know  him,  friend  ? 

Sim.  I  come  to  ask  him  one  Queftion,  and  you  ask  me  a 
fcore.  '  Bea. 
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,  Beat  He’s  not  at  home  to  every  Body  *  therefore  Imuft 
kno  w. 

Sim.  Then  I  neither  know  him,  nor  he  me.  I  pray  Is 
he  at  home  to  receive  Money  ?  I  bring  a  Fee. 

Crif  Who  are  you  Friend  ? 

Sim.  Why  they  call  me  at  our  Town.,  Simon  the  infant? 
but  my  name  is  Simon  Burly . 

Crif  Well,  what's  *your  bufmefs  ?  quick* 

Sim.  lam  told  you're  an  Aftrologer,  as  well  as  Dr. 

Crif.  What  then  ? 

Sim.  Why  then.,  I  queftion  you,  an*t  pleafp  ye,  whe¬ 
ther  Alice  Draper,  a  young  Maid  in  our  Town,  that  I  love, 
has  that  love  for  me  again  as  (he  pretends  to  have.  Be- 
caufe  there  is  am  arch  Attorney’s  Clark,  that  is  often  in 
her  Company,  and  I  don't  know - - 

Crif.  Hold,  whatdkind  of  W oman  is  fhe  ? 

Sim.  Why,  fhe  is  a  fprightly,  cleaver,  well  built  Wench,, 
with  a  fine  featly  Face,  brown  Hair,  and  a  ruddy  Com** 
plecHon.,*  a  good  crummy  Lafs,  and  treads  well  on  her 
Paftons.  "  "  :  A  -  -  >  o-  x:  : 

Crif.  Sprightly,  proper,  well  built,  featly  Face,  brown 
Hair,  ruddy  Comple&ion’d ;  a  crummy  Lafs,  and  treads 
well  on  her  Paftons. 

Sim.  Ay  marry  does  fhe. 

Crif.  Here,  take  thefe  Pills. 

Sim.  Pills  ? 

CriJ.  Yes,  take  ’em. 

Sim.  How,  Pills? 

Crif  Yes  of  Pills.  Youmuft  take  the  number  Ten,  becaufe 
of  your  great  Bulk.. 

Sim.  I  have  taken  Pills  to  purge  with-all  ,*  but.  Wounds 
can  they  — — 

Crif  Go  to  I  fay  •  they’ll  purge  the  Head,  and  clear 
the  underftanding  wonderfully.  Ours  is  a  Science  you 
know  nothing  o£ 

Beat.  Tell  him  they  are  Cephalick  Pills.  Bea.whifyers  him. 

Crif  Ay,  ay*  Thefe  are  Cephalick  Pills.  But  that  is 
Heathen  Greek  to  you  :  If  you  underftood  Latin,  I  could 
talk  to  the  purpofe  to  ye. 

Sim ;  I  am  apiece  of  a  Scollard  I  muft  tell  yom 
Intelligo ,  Doming ,  Linguam  Latin  am* 
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Crif  Poh,  poh,  I  know  that,*  but  that’s  Out-Landifh  La¬ 
tin.  There's  feveral  forts  of  Latin:  There's  Law -Latin, 
VrlcRs  Latin,  and  Do&orVL^ ;  as  for  example:  Qlo  Fur- 
gatum,  Fhyficum ,  Vomit  ——  um  - — guts  — —  out  - — -  an  d 

fo  forth;  Our  Latin  is  quite  another  thing  from  School 
Latin . 

Sim.  I  think  it  may  be  fo  ? 

Crif.  Go,  do  as  I  bid  ye. 

Sim.  I  had  belt  give  you  your  Fee  firft* 

Crif.  t,  I,  that's  well  confider  d . 

Stm.  Pills * — — 

Crif.  Ay,  Pills. 

Sim4  Ten  Pills. 

Crif  Juft  ten  :  Difpatch  ~  away, 

Sim.  If  thefe  fhould  do  the  butinefs  — - 
Crif.  I  underftand  you  ;  I  {hall  have  more  of  your  eu- 
ftom  then,-  go,  go,  farewel  - — 

Sim.  YTheie  knowing  Men,  your  Lawyers,  and  PhyfitL 
ans,  when  they  have  once  finger’d  the  Money,  are  fo 
hafty  to  be  rid  of  a  man,  they5il  not  give  one  word  into 
the  bargain  :  Good  d  ay  to  ye.  Sir. 

Crif  The  like  to  to  you,  Fifiend.  [&.  Sim. 

Two  Crowns  and  half  a  Guinea  got  already  *  this  is  a 
gainful  and  no  painful  Trade. 

Bea.  Learned  Mr  Dr,  I  muft  havefnacks. 

Crip  And  fo  thou  fhalt  *  there’s  my  laft  Fee  for  thee, 
you  cannot  fay  but  I  deal  nobly  by  you. 

Bea.  ——Thank  you,*  this  will  buy  Pins. 

.  Crif !  - — ***  Hark  !  '  \Kmcking. 

Bea.  There*s  more  Fees  coming.  - 
Crif.  My  heart  mifgives ;.Nnie.  Ah,  what  will  become  of 

me  !  it  is  the  Devil  himfelf. 

Enter  DoBor. 


Dr.  Have  you  done  every  thing  as  I  order'd,  Beatrice  r 
Bea.  Yes,  Sir,  the  Body's  carried  into  the  Vault.  Jifft 
before  you  came  in  this  Gentleman,  ibme  Dr,  I  fuppofe 
of  your  acquaintance  *  Y  prefume  he  intends  to  be  prefent 
at  your  Anatomy  Ledum. 

Dr.  Sir,  tho  I  have  not  the  honour  yet  to  know  you, 
you  are  very  welcom.  Sir.  I  Jhail  not  begin  my  diffecton 
till  to  morrow  morning;  then  if  you  pleafe  to  honour  me 
with  your  prefence,  you  may,  perhaps,  hear  fume  thing 
that  is  curious,  and  out  of  the  common  Road; 

Crift 
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Crif.  I  have  heard  much.  Sir,  of  your  great  Abilities,  and 
fliall  not  fail  you  ,*  for  your  reputation,  Mr  Dr,  is  a  reputa¬ 
tion — that- as  I  may  lay— or  as— in  fine.  Sir,  I  will  not 
fait  to  wait  on  you - — 

Bea.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  retire  out  of  this  Room  — — 

Dr.  By  and  by  — X  have  not  done  with  the  Dr  yet. 

Dr.  Pray,  Sir,  let  me  confult  with  you  a  little,  about  the 
cafe  of  a  Tick  perfon,  who  is  my  Patient  now. 

Crif.  Do  me  the  honour  to  excufe  me  now ;  I  have  bufi- 
nefs  of  mighty  confequence,  that  requires  my  departure 
in ftantly,— -but  to  morrow7,  Mr  Dr - - 

Dr.  Stay  a  little.  Fie  give  you  his  Cafe  in  two  Words. 
Youmuft  know, my  Patient, Sir,  has  labour’d  many  months 
ftrft  under  a  Tertian,  then  under  a  Quartan,  and  now  ’tis 
turn’d  to  a  Quotidian  :  The  Fever  we  have  pretty  well  a- 
bated,  yet  after  all,-befides  a  great  difpojtion  he  has  to 
fleep,  which  very  much  fatigues  him,— -thar  which  he  fpits 
from  him,  is  very  white— now.  Sir,  in  my  judgment  that’s 
an  ill  fymptom,  for  a  Tituita  alba  aqua  inter  cutem  fupervenit, 
fays  Hipocrates ,  and  this  you  know  well  enough,  the  Greeks 
call  Leucopbelgmateia-.- fo  then  according  to  Hipocrates ,  this 
white  {pitting,  or  Tituita  alba  is  an  evident  fign,  that  the 
Hydropfie,  or  Dropfie  will  fucceed.  Now,  Sir,  what  fay 
you  is  the  moft  foveraign  Remedy  to  be  given  in  this  Cafe 
to  hinder  this  evil  confequence? 

Crif  Why,  Sir,  I  muft  tell  you - ‘but  to  what  purpofe? 

you  have  no  need  of  my  opinion,  you  are  a  man  famous 
For  underftanding — — fo  that ——and  as  it  were — — in 
fine,  I  will  not  (peak  one  word  more  to  this  purpofe. 

Dr.  Pray,  Sir,  fpeak  freely 1  fhall  be  proud  to  have  your 
opinion '  of  this  cafe*. 

Crif  No  matter.  Sir,  for  my  opinion^  for  tho  I  know  e- 
nough— and  all  that— yet  I  had  rather— 

Dr.  I  ad  openly,  Sir,  I  am  not  like  forge  Phyfitians  that 
I  know,  fo  fond  of  my  own  opinion,  Sir,  that  rather  than 
confult  with  other  Dodors,  they’ll  let  a  Patient  dye  under 
their  hands ;  therefore  fpeak  freely,  I  am  prepar’d  to  give 
you  my  attention, 

Crif  Why  then.  Sir,  in  this  fort  of  Malady,  I  do  not 
know  but  that  —or  when  ^or  as  it  may  be  very  near 
this  Cafe  —  or  fo,  Sir  ^ — - 


Dr 
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-  fir.  Humh  — ~ 

Cr if.  What  think  you  of — a-dofe  of  Pills  ? 

Dr.  How!  Pills,  Sir?  that  would  ruin  all  we  have  done. 

Crif.  Oyou  miftake  me,  Sir,  I  don’t  advife  you,  Sir,  to 
give  him  Pills.  I  only  mention’d,  Sir,  a  dole  of  Pills  which 
I  had  took  my  felf  this  morning.  Sir,  which  have  not  yet 
done  working, and  Force  me  to  leave  you  fomething  abrupt¬ 
ly,  Sir.. 

Dr.  Pray  let  me  know  your  Lodging  e’re  you  go. 
be  glad  or  the  honour  of  your  acquaintance-and 

Crif.  I  am  grip'd  moil  damnably-—— 

Enter  Wife ,  Angelica ,  and  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Quickly,  Madam,  or  he’ll  be  difcovef  ch 

Wife.  Enough  - — O  Husband  —Husband,  come  away, 
have  a  care— r *  have  a  care 


I  fliall 


Dr.  Of  what  Wife? - - 

Wife.  Turn  that  ill  look’d  fellow  out  of  Doors-— away 
with  him— »let  him  not  fpeak  a  word. 

Crif  Madam—- 

Wife .  Away  with  him  — 

Crif  Madam — — —  Madam  — —  A'. 

Wife.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him,  away  with 

lllITl  KtirWi 

Crif.  Madam  - — :  Madam — —  Madam — -Madam - — — 
Madam-—— 


Beatrice  and  Angelica- thrufi  out  Griffin,  He  turning  round  is 
forced  quite  to  the  Door .  [Exit. 

Wife ,  Ah,  dear  Husband,  you  muft  excufe  me  for  in¬ 
truding  fo  haftlly  *«——*• 

Dr.  What  was  the  matter.  Wife?  -V  P  f  ff  f 

Wife.  Did  you  know  this  Gentleman. 

Dr.  I  fuppole  him  to  be  fonie  young  Callow  Dr  juft 
wander’d  from  his.  Neft,  the  Univerfity. 

Wife.  No,  no,  lie’s  a  High  German  Doctor— a  Great 
Necromancer,  a  Conjurer,  one  that  deals  in  the  black  Art, 
and  raifes  Spirits  — -  ' 

Dr,  Plow  do  you  know?  —— — > 

Wife.  Some  of  our  Neighbours  that  jaw  him  come  in  at 

the  back  D dor— —came  privately  and  told  me  fo - and 

bid  me  have  a  care  of  him.  —  I  was  frighted  almoft  out  of 
iny  Wits'— and  fhan’t  come  to  my  felf  agood  while- — * 
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Dr.  Oh  Wife,  Fear  nothing,  Ms  but  (illy  peoples  talk,  * 
Wife,  Indeed  I  am  much  frighted  — 

Dr,  Come,  come,  divert  your  felf,  and  think  no  more 
onY 

Wife.  Ay,  well  thought  on~—  Beatrice  are  the  perfor- 
men'  ready  to  go  on  with  .their  Mufical  Entertainment, 
Beat.  Yes,  Madam,  they  flay  but  for  your  coming, 

VV.  Come  then  .we  ll  go  in:  Husband  you  (hall  ftay  and 
(it  with  m e  - —  Mufick  has  'a  ftrange  influence  ©Yime, 
that  will  bring  me  to  my  felf  agen. 

Dr.  I  will  Wife  ?— [Dr,  Wifi,  Ang.  Exeunt 
Wife,  Daughter,  come  you  along  with  us. 

Enter  Griffin  feefing  in, 

Crif  Beatrice  are  they  gone  — — 

Beat.  What  makes  you  here  — -« I  thought  I  had  thruft  you 
out  of  doors. 

CHf  You  did  fo~~ — but  wondering  what  you  all 
I  flip  in  agen  - — -to  iiften — 

Be^t.  It  was  my  contrivance  to  bring  you  off  you 
Blockhead,  you  had  been  difcovered  elfe  — - 
Crif.  This  was  better  however,  than  Incifion,  Diffeftion 
and  Ampupation,  Therefore  now  He  be  gone  in  earneft 
I  fairly  have  efcap’d  all  thefe  diiafters, 

And  wouai  not  run  the  Rifque  again  for  twenty  Mattery 
8 eat.  faint  hearted,  Crifpin ! 

In  fpight  of  all  ill  luck  in  Love’s  HiftYies, 

Fde  venture  limb  and  Life  toferve  my  Miftrdi 

Here  comes  in  the  third  Mufical  Entertainment* 
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A  C  T  IIL  SCENE! 


I  Am  refolv'd  to  bribe  Beatrice,  and  make  her  of  my 
party  •  fhe  is  a  notable  young  witty  Wench,  and  go. 
verns  her  young  Miftrefs  as  /he  pleafes  ;  the  Devil’s  in  her 
if  /he’s  Money  proof  I  fee  her  coming  forth. 

Enter'  Beatrice. 

Beatrice,  Beatrice,  a  word  with  you. 

Beat.  To  me5  Sir,  do  you  fpeak? 

O.  Ger:  Yes,  yes,  to  you,  my  pretty,  little,  witty,  fmiling 
Rogue,*  hold  up  your  head,  here's  Money  for  you  ,*  ha! 

Beat .  Two  pieces  of  Broad  Gold  ?  What  is  this  for.  Sir? 

O.  G.  One  for  thy  good  Will,  and  one  for  thy  good 
Word. 

Bea.  As  how.  Sir,  I  beteech  you? 

O.  G.  Promife  me  one  thing,  I  will  make  ’em  ten,  make 
'em  ten  prefently  ;  and  if  you  fucceed  afterward,  a  hun¬ 
dred. 

Bea.  I  marry.  Sir,  you  fpeak  now  to  the  purpofe? 

O.  G.  You  know  I  have  obtain  d  the  Dolor's  promife, 
to  marry  his  Daughter,  fair  Angelica . 

Bea.  You  have.  Sir. 

(X.  G.  Her  Mother  refutes  her  content  to  it. 

Bea.  She  does  fo. 

O.  G*  Now  Child,  if  you  could  get  for  me  the  young 
Lady's  confent — — 

Bea.  To  marry.  Sir? 

O.  G*  Ay,  ay;  to  marry  her. 

Bea.  Is  that  all  ?  Come,  Sir,  (he  may  look  further,  and 
fare  worfe  — 

O.G  That’s  well  faid  ,*  there’s  another  piece  for  that. 
f .  Bea .  I  thank  you.  Sir . 

O.  G  I  know  you  rule  her  as  you  pleafe. 

Bea.  Some  times  /lie  hearkens  to  me. 

O,  G,  Now  if  you  will  commend  me  to  her  often-— 

*  Beat.* 
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Bea.  As.  how,  Sir  ? 

O.  G .  As  thus.  By  telling  her  how  rich  I  am3  and  that 
I  love  her  fo,  I  can  deny  her  nothing.  Tis  true,  I  have  a 
Son,  an  only  Son,  but  him  I  have  remov’d ,  on 
purpofe  to  make  way  for  her. 

Bea .  That  was  wifely  done.  Sir. 

0.  G  Ay,  was  it  not  ?  Tell  her  all  Happinefs  confifts  in 
wealth,  that  flie  may  make  me  fettle  almoft  all  I  have  on 
her,  and  the- Children  I  fhall  have  by  her. 

Bea.  And  do  you  think  you  fhall  have  Children  by  her? 

O.  G.  Why  not?  I  am  hale,  and  very  lufty,  Beatrice . 
Well,  if  thou  doll  this  for  me,  befides  a  hundred  pounds 
Tie  give  thee  on  the  day  I  Marry  her,  lie  get  thee  with 
Child  too,  give  the  a  good  Portion,  and  Marry  thee  to  an 
honeft  Shop-keeper. 

Bea.  Fye,  fye  ,*  you  offer  me  too  much  in  confidence. 
Sir  i  but  for  my  young  Miftrefs,  Sir — — 

O.  G.  Ay  ,•  am  I  fure  of  thy  affiftance  there  ? 

Bea .  Yes,  Sir,  He  do  my  weak  endeavour  for  you,*  He 
begin  prefently  ;  lie  fet  you  forth  with  commendations*. 
Sir. 

O.  G.  How,  how  my  pretty  Rogue  ? 

Bea.  Why  thus.  Sir  — -  if  I  may  be  fo  bold  to  advile  you  * 
Madam,  take  Mr  Gerald ,  let  him  be  your  Husband  — 
fays  fhe  prefently,  which  Mr  Gerald  meaneff  thou  ?  O  Ma¬ 
dam,  lay  I,  the  Father  certainly  •  the  Son's  a  young  extra¬ 
vagant,  idle  fellow  •  his  Father  means  \to  difinhjerit  him, 
unlefs  he  mends  his  manners. 

O.  G.  And  fo  I  do  p  that  of  my  Son  was  well  put  in. 
Go  on. 

Bea.  O  but  he's  old,  fhe  cries— true  Madam,  fay  I,  but 
then  he’s  rich  too,  very  rich  ,•  when  e’re  he  dies,  hell  leave 
you  wealth  enough  to  make  you  a  Lady. 

O.  G.  That  fhe  may  be  before,  if  fhe  pleafes  me. 

Bed.  Fie  tell  her  fo  .  But  {he  may  fay,  old  men  are  crofe 
and  peevifh — no,  fay  I,  he’s  mild,  aud  humble,  a  fine, 
fweet  temper’d  Gentleman,  hell  doat  upon  you,  he’ll  ne¬ 
ver  make  you  jealous,  he  will  not  run  after  other  Women, 
as  all  young  fellows  do. 

O.  G.  That  was  well  thought  on. 

Bea.  O  Madam,  you  know  not  what  a  fine  thing  it  is  to 
be  an  old  Man’s  darling.  .  v  ^  ;  T 

■  ■  '  '  a&; 
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■CK  G.  Good  agen.  . 

ito,  Says  file,  his.  Teefin  are  naught  — *-»0  but  his. 
'.Breath  is  fweet  —his  Eyes,, fays  fli -J  are  funk — -O  but, 

fay  I,  he  fees  without  Spectacle's - -fays  fhe - he’s  an 

okl  mufty  fufty  Sinking—- 

O.  G.  Enough,  enough.  When  fhall  I  fee  her,  Beatrice  ? 

This  very  afternoon,  you  cannot  have  a  fitter  op¬ 
portunity,  you  know  the  Dr,  is  much  abroad,  my  old  Mi- 
ftrcfs  will  be  a-bfent  too.  If  you*ll  be  walking  about  four 

clock,  near  our  back  Door,  Pie  let  you  privately  into 
the  Anatomy  Room,  there  fhex  iliall  meet  you,  Sir. 

0,G  Holdup  thy  hand,  He  make  the  three  broad 
pieces  ten.  There,,  will  thefe  incouragc  thee  ? 

Bea,  You  are  a  wife  Client,  Sir,  you  will  not  Starve  a 
good  Caufe,  I  lee. 

O.  G.  I  fcornit,  Beatrice . 

Bea .  One  thing  I  muft  advife  you.  Sir,-  be  vigorous, 
prefs  your  fait  home  to  her:  fori  muft  tell  you,  there’s 
a  young,  debauch'd  lewsd  fellow,  juft  fuch  another  as 
your  own  Son  is,  who  haunts  her  every  where,  "makes 
violent  love  to  her  ,  watches  all  opportunities  to 
fpeak  to  her,  is  always  making  Prefents ,  fending  Letters 
to  her :  Tie  watch  him  narrowly,  Lie  fpoil  his  fport ;  Tie 
manage  Mr  Geralds  Caufe  fo  welf  if  1  get  not  my  young 
Miftrefs  for  him.  He  forfeit  my  Maidenhead. 

O.-G.  Come  hither  ,*  I  muft  kifs  thee  •  I  will  kifs  thee, 
thou  -art  a  pretty,  witty,  merry  Rogue,  and  He  —  provide 
for  thee. 

Bea .  Farewel,  Sir,  remember  four  a  clock,  if  you  brought 
fotne  Jewels,  with  you.  Necklaces,  Rings,  and  Bracelets, 
only  to  Jhew  her.  Sir,  young  Girls,  you  know  are  mighti¬ 
ly  taken  with  fuch  fine  things. . 

O.  G.  He  do  t,  my  Girl  $  He  doft .  He  home  and  pick 
out  of  my  Cabinet  th  e  beft  of  all  my  Pawns,  and  bring 
’em  to  her.  But  fir  ft  lie  be  fpmc'd  up  *  I  will  be  fliav’d 
and  wallfd®  and  perfum'd  too  ,•  put  on  a  clean  Band,  and 
my  beft  Bob- wig,  my  ne  w  Elat,  and  put  a  clean  Hander- 
chief  in  my;  Pocket,  and  then--— at  four  a  clock— ay 
that’s  the  hour.  [E#,  O,  G. 

Bea .  Madam,,  come  forth  he's  gone. 

■  Enter  Angelica . 

Now ,  Madam,  let  us  laugh  while  our  fides  ake.  What 

.would 
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would  this  old,  fHnking,  fumbling  fool,  do  with  a  fweet 
young  Wife  ?  When  once  love  gets  into  an  old  mans 
head,  it  'teaches  him  as  many  tricks,  as  a  dancing  Dog* 

Ang*  They  fay  he’s  very  covetous :  How  did  you  get 
that  money  out  of  him  ? 

Bea.  I  tickled  the  old  Trout  in  the  right  place  ,*  fee. 
Madam,  here  are  the  merry  Spankers,  lie  warrant  you. 
He  do  his  bufinefs  for  him. 

Ang.  You  have  engag’d  me,  Beatrice  •  inftrudme  how  I 
fhall  come  off  with  hime. 

Be*.  Trouble  not  your  felf  about  it,  leave  that  to  my 
management:  I  muft  go  and  find  young  Mr.  Gerald  out, 
and  Griffin  too,  they  muft  help  to  carry  on  the  work* 
You  /hal!  have  nothing  to  do,  but  to  laugh  at  his  folly, 
and  applaud  our  contrivance. 

jL  &  A 

Ang.  lie  in,  and  expect  th  event.  Ex.  Severally 

Enter  Young  Gerald ,  and  Griffin. 

Crif.  Well,  Sir,  what  think  you  now  of  my  Adventures  ? 

Y.  G.  Why  truly,  they  were  extraordinary. 

Crif.  A  dead  man— — a  Dodor- — -  an  Aftrologdr. 

Y.  Ger.  You  made  your  way  thro  many  difficulties,  but 
for  my  fake,  you  muft  once  more  go  to  the  Doctor’s 
Houfe. 

Crif.  Who,  I,  Sir  ? 

Y.  Ger.  Yes. 

Crif  I  beg  your  pardon.  What  to  be  differed,  carv’d 
artificially  Limb  after  Limb.  No,  Sir,  lie  have  no  more 
Diffedion,  Amputation,  nor  Incifion.  You  may  go,  and 
venture  your  felf.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe. 

Y.  G.  Should  I  go,  and  be  feen  there  by  the  Dodor,  i 
ruine  our  defignfand  lofe  my  Miftrefs  ,*  hell  tell  my  Father 
that  I  am  in  Town.  You  run  no  hazard,  for  he  knows 
not  you. 

Crif  No  hazard !  call  you  it,  I  hazard  my  Legs,  Arms, 
Veins,  Arteries,  and  Mufcles  ,*  and  in  the  Dodor  s  gibber- 
i]h3  I  hazard  Incifion,  Diffedion,  Amputation,  and  Cir- 
culation,  thro  the  Syftole  and  Diaftole.  Why,  Sir,  in  fuch 
a  cafe,  a  Phyfitian  cuts  up  a  man  with  as  little  remorfe, 
as  a  Hangman  carves  a  Tray  tor. 

Y.G.  For  all  that,  you  mu  ft  venture  your  pretious  felf  once 
more.  When  I  get  my  Miftrefs,  Fie  make  thee  ample  fa* 
tisfadion.  / 

V-  •  I*  -  .<  ‘  Crif; 


Crif.,  Well,  if  I  muft,  I  mu  ft.  I  faw  a  Phyfitians  Gown 
and  Cap,  hangup  at  a  Breakers  Shop,  hard  by,  to  be  fold. 
Buy  'em,  or  hire  ’em  for  me  :  I  had  rather  appear  before 
him,  in  the  fhape  of  a  Do&or,  than  a  dead  Man.  That 
habit,  Piilss  and  impudence  brought  me  off  then.  Fie  think 
of  fome  other  remedy  now. 

T.  G.  While  I  fecure  the  Habit,  ftep  to  my  Father’s  and 
fecure  the  Money.  -  -  i 

Ctif  I  will,  but  firft.  Sir,  tell  me  what  is  Latin ,  for  I  am 
a  Dodor.  x  ;  / : ^  Wj 

T,  G,  Medic m  Sum,  • 

Crif.  Medicm  fumy  Medicm  fum . 

T.  G.  You  have  it  right. 

Crif  Very  well,  Medicm  fum.  Go  about  your  bufinefs, 
He  about  mine.  Medicm  fum.  Medicm  fum .  Ex.  T.  G. 
Well,  ’tis  a  fine  thing  to  underftand  Latin  ;  I  mufit  be  fure 
not  to  forget  Medicos  fum.  Now  Fie  to  the  old  man :  Ho  \ 
talk  of  the  Devil  and  his  Horns  appear. 

Enter  old  Gerald,  and  Martin. 

O.  T.  O  Crifpm  !  where’s  your  Mailer  ?  tell  me  true. 

Crif  Where  fiiould  he  be  ?  at  the  U  liverfity. 

0,  G.  Ay,  he  fiiould  be  at  the  Uuiverfity  —  but  where  is 
he,  ha?. 

Crif.  I  warrant  in  his  Chamber,  hard  at  ffudy  t  or  elfe 
in  the  Schools  chopping  Logick.  Pleafe  you  to  give  me 
the  Money,  Sir,  that  I  may  return  to  him  with  fpeed: 

~  Mar.  Give  you  theWloney  ?  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Crif  What  do  voii  fneer  at  ?  ha. 

Mar .  Money!  who's. the  fool  then  ?. 

Crif.  Meddle  with  your  own  bufmefs.  Sirrah,  or  Pie 
give  you  a  douce  d1  the  chapsj™*- 

O.  G.  Be  quiet,  Knave.  - 

Crif  A  Jack —an  —  Apes  —  to  interrupt  me  — . 

O.G.  Have. done,  I  fay*— #howd©es  you  Mailer  fpend 
his  time  there  f*  ;  . 

Crif.  Hejludies  all  the  morning.  After  dinner  ftudies  a- 
gain,  after  Supper,  he  walks  out  and  talks  with  the  Stm 
dents,  and  then  they  Jabber  Laihr like  the  Devil.  The  bell 
or/t  Sir,  they  11  difpute  and  wrangle  fio  long,  till  they  are 
al-moft  xh bak"d  with  hard  words.  Then  they  go  very 
lovingly  together  ,  and  drink  a  chirping  Cup,  or  two,  and 
then  to  their  Chambers  in  good  time. 

0*G, 
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O.  G.  5Tis  very  well :  But  feveral  of  my  acquaintance 
tell  me,  they  have  feen  him  here,  here  in  this  Town. 

Crif  O  abominable! 

O,  G.  Sirrah,  confefs  the  truths  is  he  in  Town  ? 

Crif.  Medkusfum  — — -  he  is  not  here  indeed,  Sir. 

O.  G.  Deny  it  not,  I  know  it". 

Crif  He  is  not  here  indeed.  Sir. 

Mar 4  He  equivocates  — here  ?  No,  he  is  not  here. 

O.  G.  But,  Slave,  he  is  Town. 

Crif,  No. 

O.  G,  I  lye  then,  do  I  ? 

.  Crif  •  Medicus  fum. 

O.  G.  What's  that  you  mutter,  Rafcal  ? 

Crif  A  word  I  learn  d  at  the  Univerfity.  Medicus  fum  | 
that  is,  I  am  a  Do&or. 

Mar.  Yes,  of  the  lying  faculty. 

Crif  Sirrah,  if  I  had  you  in  another  place,  i  would™ 
Mar.  What  would  you  do  ? 

Crif  I  would  diffedt  you,  Rafcal,  run  my  Fift  thro  your 
Syr  ole,  and  Diaftole. 

O.  G.  What  gibberilh  is  this  ? 

Mar.  You  Thin- Gut. 

Crif  Yes,  impudence,  If  I  had  you  under  my  clutches,  1 
would  make  you  feel  Diffeftion,  Incifion,  Amputation,  ay 
and  Circulation  too. 

Mar.  Come  and  you  dare,  let’s  fee  what  you  can  do. 
O.G.  Sawcy  Knaves,  forbear. 

They  offer  to  fight ,  O.  G.  holds  his  Cane  betwixt  iem. 

Crif  Sirrah,  l  ie  rip  up  your  Belly,  from  the  Cartilage 
Ziphode,  to  the  Os  pubis,  you  dog. 

O.G.  The  fellow’s  mad— be  quiet  or  Fie  cudgel  both 
ofyouu  Well,  Crifyin ,  fince  your  Mafter  s  not  in  Town, 
return  you  to  the  Univerfity,  tell  him,  next  week  He  fend 
the  Money  to  him  by  the  Carrier. 

Crif  But,  Sir - -  * 

Q.  G.  One  word  more,  and  my  Cane  fhali  fly  about 

your  Ears. 

Crif  Well,  I  know  what  I  know.  v 

O.  G .  What  do  you  know  ? 

Crif  That  Tie  be  reveng  'd  of  that  audacious  Villain; 

O.G.  For  what  you,  Rafcal  ? 

Crif  Pray,  Sir,  what  will  you  beat  me  Ser  f 
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O.  G.  For  a  lying  Rogue. 

Crif  And  I  would  maul  him  becaufe  he's  a  Fac-t&tuw ? 
and  fees  you  againft  my  young  Mafter  and  me. 

O.  G.  Sirrah,  Sirrah,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  *— • 

*  Crif.  Ay,  ftrike  if  you  think  good, 
v  O.  G,  Say  you  fo  ,*  there’s  for  you  then. 

Ger.  firikes  at  Crif.  he  ducks :  Ger.  mijfes  his  blow ,  and 
falls .  Crif.  gives  Mar.  a  Cuff  and  a  Trip3  throws  him 
dovm3  and  runs  off  ffjingjs/iodicus  ium„ 

Mar .  Son  of  a  Whore,  he  has  lam'd  me. 

O.  Ger .  Help  me  up,  good  Martin . 

Mir.  Oh  !  oh  !  I  want  help  my  felf,  Sir,  The  Hogue 
has  broke  my  Crupper. 

;  O.  Ger.  The  Villain  has  rumbled  my  dean  Band  too. 

Mar.  If  ever  I  light  on  him  — - 

O .Ger.  Be  patient.  Martini 

Mar.  I  muft,  whether  I  will  or  no. 

O.  Ger .  Go  home,  Martin  •  I  have  bufiaefs  another 
way.  #  Exeunt . 

Enter  Young  Gerald  and  Crifpin:  Ger.  helping  Crif 

to  put  on  his  Gown . 

T.  Ger.  So,  now  your  WoriTiip’s  fitted.  f 

Crif  Then  you  met,  Beatrice ,  Sir. 
r.  Ger .  I  did ;  there’s  work  enough  cut  out  for  you,  rub 
up  your  memory,  you'll  have  occafion  to  make  ufe  of  all 
the  Jargon  you  can  think  on. 

Crif  Thofe  damn’d  heatheni/h  names  will  never  out  of 
my  memory. 

T.  Ger.  I  fee  my  Father  coming ;  he’s  running  like  a" 
Wood-cock  into  the  fnare,. 

Crif  I  care  not  if  he  meet  me  now  ,•  ITe  outface  him. 
Me  dims  jum3  non fum  Dogus ,  nonfum  Bogus ,  Me  die  us  fum. 

T.  G.  Come  this  way,  that  I  may  inform  you  fully  of 
our  defign  •  the  time  is  ftiort. 

Crif.  Hold,  Sir,  degrade  rne  not,  the  Gown  mufl  have 
precedency,  and  take  the  upper  hand  too,  *  Exeunt . 

Enter  Old  Gerald . 

O.  G.  This  is  the  hour,  ’tis  juft  4  by  my  Watch  ,*  if  Bea¬ 
trice  prevails,  lam  made  for  ever.  v 

Enter  Beatrice . 

Bea.  O,  Sir,  are  you  come  ?  I  have  been  peeping  for 
you  at  the  Window,  a  whole  half  hour,  ‘  ? 

O.G, 
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O.  G.  Is  the  Coaft  clear  ?  Where’s  my  Angelica, 

Bea.  No  quefticns,  but  come  in. 

Enter  Toting  Gerald ,  and  Crifpin. 

T.  G,  So,  fo,  he's  caught,  run  to  the  fore  dore,  when 
you  hear  me  Thunder  at  this - — 

Crif.  He ‘beat  an  alarm  at  that  ——I  have  my  cue.  Ex. 

Enter  Old  Gerald3  and  Beatrice . 

Bea .  I  cliofe  this  Room  on  purpofe  for  your  meeting. 
Here  are  two  doors  you  fee ;  if  my  Matter  or  Miftrefs  come 
to  one,  I  can  flip  you  out  at  the  other. 

0.  G.  *Twas  wifely  done. 

Bea.  I  fee  her  coming  ;  make  good  ufe  of  your  time. 

O.  G.  I  warrant  you.  I  have  brought  fomething  to 
Ihevv  her,  will  fparkle  like  her  Eyes. 

. Enter  Angelica.  The  Door  claps  after  her. 

Ang.  O  Beatrice  !  What  lhall  we  do  ?  The  Door  unlucki¬ 
ly  is  locked,  the  Key  is  on  the  other  fide  too. 

Beat.  That’s  the  mifchief  of  all  Spring  Locks  ;  There’s 
no  remedy  now.  Look  here,  Madam,  here’s  Mr  Gerald 
come  to  kifs  your  hands. 

O.Ger.  With  your  favour.  Madam—  Salutes  her. 

Ang.  I  vow  1  am  afham  d  to  fee  you.  Sir. 

O.  G.  Young  Maids,  I  know  are  baihful  •  but  when  you 
are  married,  a  loving  Husband  will  teach  you  confidence. 

Ang.  O  Beatrice  !  if  my  Mother  fliould  find  me  here - 

Beat  Fear  nothing,  Madam,*  this  door  is  fail  ;  Fie  lock 
the  fore  dore  prefently. 

Ang.  Well,  Mr  Get  aid ,  you  fee  my  Maid  has  prevail’d 
with  me  :  She  gives  you  great  commendations  too. 

O.G.  Ay,  my  fweet*  fle^make’em  all  good,  I  warrant  you. 

Ang.  I  am  young,  ar^Tfome  fay  I  am  handfom  too,*  I 
doubt  not  you  11  love  me  :  But,  Mr  Gerald ,  what  reafon  is 
there  for  me  to  love  a  man  in  years,  as  you  are? 

O.  G.  I  have  many  reafonfcfor  your  Ear,  more  for  your 
Eyes.  Look  here,  my  Queen,  look  here,  my  Cleopatra  ? 
Here's  a  Necklace  of  3?earl  worth  above  500  pounds  ^  it  will 
become  that  foft  white  Neck  moft  rarely.  Then  here’s 
a  fet  of  Bodkins  for  your  hair ,  coil  fourfcore  pounds :  Ah 
how  they  fparkle  like  your,  pretty  Eyes  :  Then  here’s  a 
Croceat  of  Diamonds  coft  $00,  an  Ambrofie,  worth  above 
400  more.  How  like  an  Angel  you  will  look,  when  this 
is  fet  under  thofe  white  panting  Bubbies! 

Ang.  Indeed  they’re  very  fine,  and  very  large. 
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O.  G.  Here  are  two  Diamond  Rings,  one  with  ;  Stones 
befides  the  Sparks  •  and  this  has  one  coft  fo  pounds,  the 
other  above  Fourfcore.  Then  here  are  Diamond  Bracelets 
for  your  Arms.  But  here,  my  Jewel,  here’s  the  rarety,  the 
Phoenix  of ’em  all.  This  Ring  here  with  one  Stone,  tis  a 
Diamond  of  the  old  firft  Water.  I  have  refus’d,  my  Child, 
above  four  hundred  pounds  for  this  one  (ingle  (tone. 

Ang .  3Tis  beau  tiful  indeed ! 

Bea.  Did  not  I  tell  you.  Madam  - - 

O.  G;  And  then  for  Plate,  old,  and  new  faftion’d  too, 
plain,  gilt,  and  wrought  ,*  I  have  a  Cedar  Cheft  full. 

Bea.  What  young  man  could  make  you  fuch  fine  Pre- 
fents  ? 

O.  G All,  all  fnall  be  yours,  my  little  Moufe,  my  Pigeon. 

Ang .  O  Heaven !  fome  body  knocks* 

Bea .  lie  peep  thro  the  Key-hole  : .  O  Madam,  tis  my 
Matter  and  my  Miftrefs. 

O.  G.  Let  me  out  at  this  door  quickly. 

Bea.  Ah,  the  Key  s  broke  in  the  Lock  !  undone,  undone 
forever. 

Ang.  I  am  ruin'd  if  my  Mother  finds  me  h&re. 

Bea .  Ah,  Madam  l  What  will  become  of  me. 

Ang.  For  Heaven  s  fake  hide  your  felf,  do  Mr  Gerald , 
Fie  love  you  dearly  for  it. 

O.  G.  How  ?  Where  ?  He  do  any  thing  my  dear  will 
have  me. 

Bea.  Here’s  the  Coffin  the  dead  body  was  fent  in  from 
the  Gallows,  you  may  hide  your  felf  in  that. 

Ang.  Ay  do,  Mr  Gerald,  do. 

O.  G.  How  /  Coffin  me  before  « I  am  dead,  I  beg  your 
pardon  ,*  I  canV  endure  the  thought  o n’t. 

Bea.  Then  ftrip  your  felf  to  your  Waftcoat,  and  your 
Drawers,  and  lye  at  your  length,  here  on  this  Table,  I  le 
tell  my  Matter  you’re  the  dead  body,  fent  in  to  be  diffe&ed. 

Ang.  Quickly,  Mr  Gerald ;  if  you  love  me  deny  me  not 

Knocking  all  this  while. 

O.  G.  Come  then.  He  do  any  thing  my  Dear  Com¬ 
mands  me.  v 

Ang .  Hark  how  they  knock,*  I  fear  they’ll  break  the 
door  down; 

Within.  Ho  !  Beatrice ,  Beatrice 

Bea.  Make  halts,  or  were  undone,  •  k  They, [trip  him ■ 

Within , 
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IVkhin.  Open  the  door !  Why  Beatrice ,  where  are  you  ? 

Bea.  So,  lo  ,•  what  e*re  they  lay  or  do,  be  fare  you  ftir 
not  for  your  life. 

O.  G.  Where  will  you  hide  my  Cloaths  ?. 

Bea.  Hare,  here,  I  le  put  them  and  my  young  Miftrefs 
into  the  Coffin.  Knock  again.  I  am  coming  prefently. 

O.  G.  So,  fo  ;  I  am  dead  as  a  Herring. 

Bea .  What  ever  happens.  Sir,  be  not  afraid.  Come  in, 

Enter  Griffin  like  a  Doff  or.  Young  Ger  difguis  dlike  his  wan. 

I  thought  I  heard  tny  Matter-  and  my  Miftrefs. 

Crif  They  come  here  prefently,*  but  where,  where  be 
the  dead  Carcafs  for  diffe&Ion  ? 

Bea..  Here,  Sir-. 

Crif  Ver  —  good  — Mr  Doftor,  fend  me  to  begind 
manml  operation  upon  de  exterior an  den  he  wiii  come  hear 
me  read  upon  de  interior  — 

Bea.  Are-you  the  German  Do&or,  that,  vvase  her  this 
morning  with*  my  Matter  ? 

Crif.  Yes,  de  -ver- fa  me,  me  am  de  German  Doctor,  de 
Medicine ,  de  Phyfiticn,  de .Operateur,  de  Anatomjfl,  de  Chymift ,  de--  ; 

Bea .  'Very  well.  Sir,  have  you  any  fervice  for  me  ? 

Crf  Stay  one  little  time.  Dis  be  de  Body,  let  me  make 
de  obfervation  of  the  Vifage  —  here  be  dever  ill  afpe<ft  — 
dis  was  one  perfon  of  de  fair  Speech,  but  de  fals  Heart  $ 
covetous,  defining,  letcherous  a  Robber,  a  Thief,  a 
Cut-throat- —  Sacrament  hanging  was  too  good  for  him, 
a  Rogue,  a  Villain-^ — ah  vat  pleafure  will  dis  be  to  make 
de  Diffedion,  de  Incifion,  and  de  Amputation,  upon  dis 
Body,  and  rip  open  his  Belly  from  de  Cartilage  Ziphode, 
quite  along  to  his  Os-pubis.  Ah  .l  vat  be  dis  ?  his  Heart 
pant  ftill — —dis  was  the  ttubborn  old.  Thief,  was  but  Mr 
Docttor  here,  juft  a  now,  I  would  (hew  him  de  Circulati¬ 
on  of  de  Blood,  thro  de  Syftole,  and  Diaftole.  Come  Fie 
begin  de  DiiTecttion  while  de  body  be  warm., 

Bea.  What  before  my  Matter  comes  ? 

Crif  Yes  indeed,  dis  be  only  de  Manuel  Operation,  me 
vil  read  de  Ledhire  ven  he  be  here  :  vare  be  my  man,  vare 
be  delnftruments  ?  Y.  G.  Here,  Sir,  here. 

Bea.  Blefs  me  ]  what’s  that  great  Knife  for  ? 

Crif  Dis  be  to  cut  de  Troat, from  Jugular  tojugalarjasthus. 

Bea.,  Hold  Sir,!  befeech  you.  Pear  nothing,  Mr  Gerald,  [ajnk 

•  '  •  Crii: 


Crif  You  fhall  fee  prefen  tty, 

Bea .  ‘Tis  juft  like  one  of  our  Butchers  Knives:  and  then 
what  is  that  Ax  for  ? 

Crif.  Dis  be  de  decolation  Ax,  to  cut  off  de  head  at  one 
Chop  ;  as  thus  — 

Bea.  Not  yet  Sir  :  What's  that  there  like  a  Wimble  ? 

Crif.  Dat  be  to  bore  a  hole  in  de  Scull ;  when  any  part  of 
de  Scull  be  broke,  and  deprefs’d  upon  de  Brain,,  with  dis 
we  bore  hole  hard  by  de  fra&ure,  as  you  Ihall'fee.  juft-a-now. 

Bea.  No  Sir,  not  now7  ;  I  ll  fee  t  anon. 

Crif  Den  we  put  in  de  proper  Inftrument,  and  raife  de 
depreffure  up  to  de  proper  place,  and  fo  make  de  cure. 

Bea .  But  what  is  this  terrible  Saw  for  ? 

Crif.  Dat  be  de  difmembring  S.aw,  to  Saw  off  de  Leg,  or 
deArm:  You  fee  me  prefen  tale  Saw  off  de  Bone  of  dis 
Leg,  and  — —  v 

Bea.  Stay  Sir ;  What's  that  fharp  crooked  Knife  for  ?  . 

Crif.  Dis  be  de  Amputation  Knife,  to  cut  off  de  Leg 
or  de  Hand,  juft-a  in  de  joynt.  Ha!  where  be  de  Leg 
and  de  Arm  ? - - 

Crifpin  dravis  one  Leg  from  the  other ,  and  one  Arm  from  his 
Body ,  and  Gerald  draws  *em  ciofe  to  him  again. 

Crif.  De  Devil !  me  lay  one  Arm  here,  and  one  Leg 
here,  to  Saw  off  juft  in  the  middle,  and  cut  off  juft  in  de 
Joynt,  for  de  line  experiment  p  and  de  Arm,  and  de  Leg, 
be  gone  home  to  de  Body.  Enter  2  men. 

1  Man.  Mr  Dr.  we  come  for  the  Coffin  we  brought  the 
dead  Body  in. 

Crif  Dere  be  de  Coffin  *  be  gone,  and  give  me  no  inter¬ 
ruption ;  now  I  open  all  de  Brealt.  [Crif.  tears  open  his  Waficoat . 
So,  now  with  dis  Inftrument,  dis  [The  min  carry  off  the  Coffin* 
Knife,  I  will  in- one  moment  cut  de  Breaft-bone,  from  de 
Ribs,  and  lay  all  open,  dat  you  ft  all  fee  how  de  Heart,  de 
Lungs,  deliver,  lie  in  d  air  place  proper,  and  order  natu¬ 
ral.  O  de  Devil,  agen!  de  Body  ftrink !  de  Leg  move^ 
and  de  Arm  too :  vat  ftrange  Carcafs  have  you  in  dis 
Country?  -  7 

‘  Bea.  Oh!  Sir,  I  have  feen  whole  Bodies,  after  they  have 
lain  here  a  day  or  two,  get  up,  and  run  away. 

G.  Ger.  And  fo  will  I !  Ill  not  fray  to  be  butcher’d  here. 

He  leaps  off  the  Table. 

Crif  Sc  Bea.  Ah,  ah,  ah* 
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O.  Ger .  Loie  my  Cloaths,  my  Life,  and  Jewels  all  at 
once  !  — — Your  Servant,  Mr  Doctor. 

Elif.  Stop  Thief,  flop  Thief. 

As  Old  Gerald  ts  running  out ,  and  Crifpiii  after  him,  the 
DoBor  and  his  Wife  enter.  O.  Gerald  runs  againft  the 
DoBor ,  heats  the  DoBor  and  his  Wife  down ,  and  Exit . 
Dr.  O  murder,  murder !  i  . 

Wife .  Ay,  murder,  murder ! 

Enter  Simon ,  and  Waiting  Woman * 

Sim.  Wounds!  Where’s  this  Dog  of  a  Doctor  ?  Fie  knock 
the  old  Cheat’s  Brains  out. 

Wait.  And  if  I  can  reach  him.  Fie  claw  hisEyes  out. 

Dr.  O  am  bruis'd  all  over  ! 

Wife.  And  I  am  lam’d  too. 

Wait.  O  are  you  there  ? 

Sim .  Wounds,  Doctor,  you  have  fcoUr’d  my  Guts  out, 
with  a  murrain  to  ye — — 

Wait .  And  I  can  hardly  drawftny  Legs  after  me,  for  your 
Phylick.  But  lie  claw  you  for  t. 

Wife.  Hold,  Miftrefs,  or  I  fliall  pluck  a  Crow  with  yout 

Dr.  Be  patient  Wife - you  are  both  mad.  X  never  faw 

either  of  you  before. 

Sm,  O  damn  d  lying  Dodtor/  did  you  not  give  me 
Pills  ?  and  X  gave  you  a  whole  half  Guinea  ? 

Wait.  And  had  not  Ifome  of  your  Rot-gut  Pills  too,  and 
gave  you  2  new  Crown*  pieces  ? 

Dr.  You  rave  both,  and  rauft  be  fent  to  Bedlam. 

Sim.  'Sbud  lie  have  my  money  again- - ■ 

Wait.  And  fo  will  I, - or  tear  his  Eyes  out  — 

Crif  Hold  friends !  pray  moderate  your  angers,  and  don’t 
affront  a  perfon  of  our  faculty/ 

Sim.  Ah,  ha !  X  was  miftaken,  >  this  is  the  Dodor - - 

Wait.  X  this  i,  he  gave  us  the  Pills.X  beg  your  pardon.  Sir, 
Crif.  Beatrice,  you  mud  refund. 

Bea.  There— — ~~ 

Crif  Look  you  friends,  Ywas  a  miftake.  There’s  your 
Half  Guinea,  and  your  Crown-pieces  too. 

Sim.  0  pox  !  this  is  fome thing-.  Ex.  Sim.  &  Wait . 

Dr.  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  f 
Wife.  Beatrice ,  what  is  the  matter  here? 

Dr.  What  ftrange  out-cry  was  that  we  heard  ? 

Wife.  I,  and  who  threw  us  down  ? 

Dr.  And  what  ftrange  thing  was  that  ran  over  us  ? 

Bea.  Why,  Sir,  a&  X  was  fhewing  Mr  Dodtor  here  the 
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dead  Body  that  was  fent  you  from  the  Gallows  ,  he  felt 
his  pulxb,  and  laying  his  hand  on  his  Breaft,  he  found  his 
Heart  panted  *  then  he  took  his  IneiHon  Knife,  and  be¬ 
fore  he  could  touch  his  naked  skin,  up  flatted  the  dead 
Body,  and  ran  away,  juft  as  you  faw  ~— 

Crif  All  this  is  true.  Sir,  as  I  am  a  Member  of  the  learned 
Faculty.  ^ 

Dr.  I  am  amaz'd  ! 

Wife.  Nay  Husband,  I  have  heard  of  fuch  ft  range  things : 
I  warrant  the  poor  man  washang’d  wrongfully. 

Enter  Old  Gerald  haftilj. 

Q.  Ger.  O  undone !  undone  ! 

Wife  &  Rea.  Ah,  ah,  ah  ! 

Wife.  He's  come  again,  Husband,  ha  !  4 

Dr.  In  the  name  of  goodnefs !  What  art  thou  ? 

O.  G.  Undone  I  lay,  undone. 

Dr.  Art  thou  a  Spirit  ?  or  Fieih  and  Blood  ?  anfwer. 

O.  G  Give  me  my  Cloaths,  my  Jewels,  Hulwife  — ■ 

Bea,  Avant,  avant ! 

O.  G.  Where  are  they  ?  Gipfy,  fpeak. 

Bea.  In  the  Coffin,  in  the  Coffin. 

O.  G.  I  overtook  the  Coffin,  and.  there's  none  of  ’em. 
Where  are  they,  and  the  jilt  too  your  young  Miftrefs  ? 

Dr.  Sure  *tis  our  Neighbour,  Mr  Gerald. 

O.  G.  X  am  the  fame. 

Wife.  You  tell  me  wonders,  Griffin.  *  r 
Crif.  Step  to  your  Daughter's  Chamber,  Madam  ;  there 
the  Riddle  will  eafily  be  unfolded:  Exit.  Wife. 

Dr.  What  is  the  matter.  Sir  ?  why  in  this  pofture?  and 
why  this  out-cry  too  ? 

G.  O.  That  Baggage  there,  and  the  young  Witch  your 
Daughter,  have  contriv'd  to  abufe  and  cheat  me,  of  two 
tnoufand  pounds  worth  of  Jewels,  that  were  pawnd  tome. 
Dr.  Here  they  coins  then,  who  muft  give  you  fatisfa<fti- 

o  ly 

Enter  Wife  and  Young  Gerald ,  leading  in  Angelica  ,  ‘  drefs*d 
in  the  Jewels. 

O.  G.  Ho  w !  my  Son  here  ! 
r.  G.  Yes,  Sir/and  my  Wife. 

1  Wife.  I  found  ’em  fhut  up  together  in  my  Daughter’s 
Chamber,  ■ 

Dr , 
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*  Dr.  Married  fay  you? 

T.  G .  Yes,  Sir,  contracted  long  lines ;  aud  now  confirm’d 
in  private,  as  far  as  modefty  would  permit. 

O.  G.  And  Married  too  •  then  all  is  at  an  end. 

T.  G.  Here  are  your  Cloaths,  Sir,  Doctor  Griffin  can  tell 
you  how  X  came  by  ’em,  ^  1 

Dr.  Griffin !  .  '  v  * 

O.  G.  My  Rogue. 

Crij.  Non  Rogus;  Medicm  [am  •  that  is,  I  am  a  German,  or 
a  Volijh  Dodlor. 

T.  G.  The  Thejewels,  Sir,  fo  well  become  my  Wife,  I 
think  you  cannot  in  confcience  demand  ’em  back. 

Ang'  They  were  his  own  free  gift  ,♦  he  fcorns  to  take 
what  he  has  given  me. 

VFife.  Well.  I  am  glad  the  Son  has  married  my  Daugh¬ 
ter,  and  wilh  joy  to  you  both. 

Dr.  ijfefs  you  together.  Come  Brother  Gerald ,  *tis  your 
Son’s  Wedding  Night ;  you  rauft  forgive  'em  and  be  focia- 
ble  :  Let  me  prevail  with  you  to  give  .order  for  a  good  Sup- 
per,  and  we'il  be  very  merry.  Brother. 

O.  G.  I  had  as  good,  I  fhall  be  laught  at  elfe. 

Sirrah,  here  has  been  fine  practice,  and  my  Son’s  marriage 
was  your  contrivance. 

Crif  X  do  confefs  it.  Sir,  and  glory  in  the  fuccefs. 

Crif.  Com  e^  then,  fit  down,  andliften  to  the  Mufick,  and 
after  Supper  well  hear  at  large  the  adventures  of  Doctor 
Griffin  in  this  Affair. 

*  Crif  Beatrice  and  I  will  tell  you  the  whole  Story, 

And  as  we  fnack’d  the  Fees,  we'll  fhare  the  Glory. 

The  Fourth  and  lafi  Mufical  Entertainment ,  After  that3 

the  Curtain  falls. 
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